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happiness. But happiness comes at a price. 





An Ellora’s Cave Romantica Publication 
www.ellorascave.com 

Commanding Acquisitions 

ISBN 9781419931352 

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 


Commanding Acquisitions Copyright © 2010 Christine d’Abo 
Edited by Briana St. James 


Cover art by Syneca 


Electronic book publication November 2010 


The terms Romantica® and Quickies® are registered 
trademarks of Ellora’s Cave Publishing. 


With the exception of quotes used in reviews, this book may 
not be reproduced or used in whole or in part by any means 
existing without written permission from the publisher, 
Ellora’s Cave Publishing, Inc.® 1056 Home Avenue, Akron 
OH 44310-3502. 


Warning: The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of 
this copyrighted work is illegal. No part of this book may be 
scanned, uploaded or distributed via the Internet or any 
other means, electronic or print, without the publisher’s 
permission. Criminal copyright infringement, including 
infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the 
FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and 
a fine of $250,000. (http://www.fbi.gov/ipr/). Please 
purchase only authorized electronic or print editions and do 
not participate in or encourage the electronic piracy of 
copyrighted material. Your support of the author’s rights is 
appreciated. 


This book is a work of fiction and any resemblance to 
persons, living or dead, or places, events or locales is purely 
coincidental. The characters are productions of the author’s 
imagination and used fictitiously. 


COMMANDING ACQUISITIONS 
Christine d’Abo 
Trademark Acknowledgments 


The author acknowledges the trademarked status and 
trademark owners of the following wordmarks mentioned in 
this work of fiction: Fortune 500: Time Inc. 


Jack Daniels: Jack Daniel’s Properties, Inc. 
Macallan: Macallan-Glenlivet Limited Corporation 
Christine d’Abo 

The Magic 


The magic begins with the appearance of the business card. 
Sleek black print on a pristine white background— 
unassuming in its appearance. Those brave enough to call 
the number will begin a journey that will explore their 
greatest desires. 


Once the call is made, the Operator goes to work. Somehow 
he knows just what every caller needs, always able to find 
the answer the caller seeks. 


Callers may be directed to Unfettered, a new club in town, 
one nobody has heard of. It provides a safe haven for all 
who enter. Members are free to explore their every desire... 
even those they weren’t aware of. Little do they know 
Unfettered will disappear once those yearnings have eased. 


Submissives who don’t know how to handle their 
Dominants. Masters looking for the perfect sub. People who 
need just a little push to admit vanilla isn’t their favorite 
flavor. The card finds them all. 


And once you dial 1-800-DOM-help anything can happen. 
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Chapter One 


The pounding in Simon’s head made it nearly impossible for 
him to remember the code to the store’s security system. 
After two aborted attempts of entering the wrong numbers, 
his brain finally connected to his fingers and he managed 
the correct sequence before the alarm sounded. He really 
didn’t need to deal with the cops today. 


Growling softly to himself, Simon pushed away from the 
wall, squeezing the mass of envelopes and flyers he had in 
hand as he cursed his stupidity. He couldn’t be bothered to 
look at the letters, knowing full well at least half of them 
were bills, and the remaining junk would do little to help pull 
his business out of the downward spiral it had started on 
several months earlier. 


Moving through the floor space, dodging the book displays 
Jocelyn had put in the wrong spot, he flicked up the 
overhead switch before escaping through the back office 
door to his haven. The buzz of the fluorescent lights had 
Simon reaching for his bottle of aspirin the second he got to 
his desk. Swallowing the pills dry, he tossed the mail into 
the preexisting pile precariously balanced on the corner. 
He’d deal with it later when he could concentrate on work. 
Right now, he needed to clear his mind or else the rest of 
his day was done for. 


Last night had been a complete bust. 


Club Onyx had been full of idiots who’d been more 
interested in wearing leather and trying to look shocking 
than seriously into the scene. Simon was a Dom and had no 
issues about bringing someone new into the lifestyle—he’d 
done it before. Russ had been Simon’s first long-term sub. 
The young man had wanted to understand his need to 
submit to another person. Simon had taken great pleasure 
helping him explore that new part of his sexuality. 
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But Russ had been gone for over a year now. Hell, the last 
Simon had heard, he was living 24/7 with a Dom that Russ 
had met on a business trip. Simon was secretly jealous. He 
wanted someone permanent like that in his life, and only 
Slightly regretted things hadn’t been more serious between 
them. 


Damn, he was tired. 


The scene in St. Andrews was slowly being infiltrated by kids 
who thought body piercings were edgy and tattoos the 
ultimate sign of rebellion. If he hadn’t sunk so much of his 
life and savings into his bookstore, Simon would have run 
from the not-quite-big-enough city long ago. 


How good a Dom could he be if there was no one for him to 
discipline, no one for him to guide and push beyond his 
limits? The mutual satisfaction of getting to a place where 
your mind was as big an erogenous zone as the body—God, 
he missed that. It wasn’t as if he was ancient or 
unattractive. At thirty-seven, he was in the best shape of his 
life. Hell, he could have had his pick of anyone at the club if 
he’d been so inclined. 


Instead, he stayed long enough to get annoyed, only to 
return home alone and frustrated. Half a bottle of Jack later 
and he’d passed out face down on his bed. 


It had been six months since he’d last gotten laid. Six 
months of stress and investors pulling out of his bookstore. 
Six months of questioning if he really should bother trying to 
make his dream happen. 


“Simon?” 


Pinching the bridge of his nose, he let out a sigh. Of course 
she’d be early today. “Back here, Joce.” 


A rustle of clothing, punctuated by a yelp and the loud 
patter of books falling drew a smile from him. He loved his 
baby cousin like a sister, even if she was the most 
uncoordinated and absent minded person he knew. 


In an explosion of black and purple cotton, Jocelyn shoved 
the door open. Grinning, she crossed her arms and cocked 
her eyebrow. “Well?” 
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“Well what?” He grabbed the top section of his mail pile and 
did his best to look busy. “You’re here early.” 


She snorted. “I’m here to get the dirt before we open. For 
some reason my boss doesn’t like to talk about his personal 
life during business hours.” 


“That’s because it’s unprofessional.” 


“Except you work like, eighty hours a week, so that means | 
never get to talk to you about your personal life.” 


“Ever think that’s because | don’t want to talk about it?” 
“No, | think that means you don’t actually have one.” 


Simon stared intently at a flyer ad, screaming out about the 
amazing two-for-one pizza deal he could get. Maybe for 
supper. “| have a life. | just choose to focus it on getting my 
store back on its feet.” 


“Simon, you’re going to kill yourself if you keep going at this 
pace.” 


“You're not getting rid of me that easily.” Tossing the flyer in 
the recycling bin, he picked up the next piece of mail. Utility 
bill—wonderrtul. “Besides, if | don’t get some money into this 
store soon, you’re going to be looking for a new boss.” 


Jocelyn crossed the small space to his desk, pushed the pile 
of mail toward the center of the blotter and sat down on the 
edge. He was forced to acknowledge her when she plucked 

the envelope from his fingers and held it above his head. 


“Simon, I’m worried about you.” 


Defeat threatened to weigh him down. Instead, he smiled 
and leaned back trying to look relaxed. “Sweetie, I’m fine. 
So | have to work a bit harder for the next few months. 


It’s not like there’s a lot going on for someone like me in this 
city anyway. I’m not missing out on much.” 


“You went to Onyx then?” 


This time, he couldn’t stop himself from slumping in his 
chair. “I did.” 
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“And there was no one?” Jocelyn huffed as she tightened her 
ponytail, making her blonde hair look more severe than 
necessary. “I mean, | heard it was a good place. Lots of...you 
know...people for you to play with.” 


Jocelyn was one of the few family members who knew about 
his lifestyle. It had been hard enough coming out to his dad 
when he was twenty, he didn’t want to confuse the old man 
by having to explain that he enjoyed tying men up and 
dominating them. Jocelyn may have been eight years his 
junior, but she was the closest thing he had to a sibling. It 
had seemed natural when she'd come to him wanting to 
know about sex and how to go about getting some. It didn’t 
mean she was completely comfortable talking to him about 
his particular needs though. 


“| promised you | would go and give it a fair try. It was fine, 
but the crowd was a bit younger than what I’m looking for. | 
had a few drinks, watched a few people and was in bed by 

eleven.” Passed out. 


“God, that makes you sound like my parents.” 
“Bite your tongue.” 


“I'll ask around and see if | can find a better spot. I’m sure if 
you were willing to drive over to—” 


“Jocelyn, stop! | appreciate you trying to help me out, but 
honestly I’m fine.” When all else fails, lie. “Really, | can’t 
even begin to think about looking for someone when I’ve 
got to get the store sorted. After that | promise l'Il drive 
wherever the hell you want me to go.” 


A frustrated groan fell from her as she jumped up from the 
desk. “Dude, you’re never going to get anything fixed if you 
don’t start to relax. You’re wound up tighter than I’ve ever 
remembered seeing you. You don’t need to go out and find a 
life partner, you need to get /a/d. Find some young guy, tie 
him up, screw him senseless and then worry about the 
Store. It’s not like the creditors are standing at the door with 
a foreclosure sign.” 


“They may as well be.” 
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“Then ask for help! Shit, you don’t have to be the 
indestructible Dom every second of your life. You’re an 
entrepreneur too. Talk to someone about the market or get a 
consultant to come in and see if they find a way to fix things 
that you haven’t considered.” 


His stomach flipped from the frustrated anger that flashed 
through him and sent his pulse racing. Letting his feet fall to 
the floor, he sat straight up in the chair and leveled his most 
icy glare at her. “I am not, under any circumstances, asking 
for help. | will fix my business and | will get to my personal 
life when I am ready to. Now, unless there is something 
else, we need to get the store opened.” 


Simon ignored the watery look in Jocelyn’s eyes, but he 
couldn’t afford to give in to her meddling. He could manage 
things on his own. Still, he needed to pull things together 
soon or else he’d be no good to anyone. And he really 
Shouldn’t be taking it out on her. 


Sighing, Simon pinched the bridge of his nose again. “Joce, 
sweetie, |’m—” 


“Well, boss, | appear to have a headache. Sorry, but you'll 
have to run things on your own. I’m taking a sick day.” She 
spun on her heels and marched out of his office. 


Son of a bitch. 


Simon couldn’t help but stare at the now empty doorway, 
his mind whirling through everything. He didn’t move until 


he heard the bell above the store door jingle, signaling 
Jocelyn’s departure. Only once he was sure he was alone did 
he lean forward to rest his forehead on his desk. 


Fuck, he really needed to get himself in line. 


Rarely had he ever asked for help with anything in his life. 
Hell, he’d worked three jobs so he could pay his own way 
through university, not wanting to take any of his dad’s 
hard-earned money. He didn’t get all this way to just to go 
crawling at the first sign of trouble. Despite what Jocelyn 
thought, he knew he could pull out of everything. 


It would be hard, but he’d manage. 
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Rolling his head to the side, he caught sight of the clock. 
Eight thirty-seven. He had some time before needing to flick 
over the open sign. With luck, Jocelyn would calm down 
enough to come back in around lunch. It would give hima 
chance to go through the bills and make a plan. 


He was good at plans. 


Simon sat up and grabbed the toppled mail pile and tried to 
reorganize the mess after Jocelyn’s careless assault. He 
quickly started sorting things into two sections— junk mail 
and to be dealt with. Bedding sales and diet pills were 
pulled away from the phone bill and supplier statements, 
until he nearly reached the bottom. Thankfully, the to be 
dealt with pile was far smaller than he had first anticipated, 
giving him a glimmer of hope that this month wouldn’t be 
too bad. 


He picked up what looked to be an invoice, noticing 
something stuck to the back side. Simon flipped it over, only 
to come face to face with a white business card. The text 
centered in the middle of the sturdy stock was plain enough 
to make out. A shiver passed through him as he read it over 
—twice—just to be certain. 


1-800-DOM-help 


Surprisingly, he didn’t act on his first impulse to rip the card 
in two and toss it away. Was this another one of Jocelyn’s 
schemes to get him to acknowledge his total lack of a 
personal life? While he loved her dearly, he knew her faults 
well enough to realize there was no way she possessed the 
organizational skills to get something like this made and 
subtly placed on his desk. 


He pulled the card away from the envelope, tossing the 
latter aside while he examined the former. Nothing else, 
simply 1-800-DOM-help. While he didn’t exactly hide who he 
was, neither did Simon run around announcing to the small 
city of St. 


Andrews what exactly he liked to do past closing time. It 
would raise more than a few eyebrows, and he wouldn’t 
want to make things uncomfortable for his dad, who was 
very active in the community. 
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There were few people who would know about his Dom 
nature and none of those individuals would think he needed 
help in that department. He’d never had a sub complain 
about being unsatisfied. 


Shaking his head, Simon tossed the card into the recycle bin 
and went back to sorting his mail. He managed to get 
through two more pizza ads before looking down at the bin 
by his feet. 


1-800-DOM-help 


The number shone up from the center of the card. Simon 
looked away with a huff. 


He didn’t fucking need any help. He’d been doing just fine 
on his own. 


The envelope in his hand crinkled as he squeezed it, the 
bunched up paper digging into his fingers and his palm. 
Closing his eyes, Simon took a breath and set the envelope 
carefully down into the pile, smoothing it flat. 


Really, it’s just a stupid phone number. Probably a bunch of 
kids did them up and are trying to see who will call. Maybe 
they are capturing phone numbers or want to harass people 
in the lifestyle. He couldn’t stand it if a bunch of punks were 
after some of the men and women he’d befriended over the 
years. If he called the number, Simon would be able to 
figure out who it was and let the police know. 


Yes, he really should call to make sure no one was getting 
hurt by a stupid prank. 


It would be the responsible thing to do. 


Casting another quick glance at the clock, he reached down 
and snatched the card from the recycling pile. Setting it 
dead center on his desk, Simon placed a hand on either side 
of it and stared. 


He could always hang up if he didn’t like what he heard. 


He didn’t actually need help. 


Reaching for his private line, Simon dialed the first four 
numbers before hanging up. Fuck. 


“Don’t be such a fucking pussy.” 
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This time when he picked up the receiver he didn’t hesitate. 
There was an odd clicking on the other end before the tone 
sounded in his ear telling him it was ringing through. 


“Thank you for calling 1-800-DOM-help. This is the Operator. 
How may | be of assistance?” 


The voice of the man on the other end sounded pleasant 
enough, and not at all like the teenage prankster he’d been 
expecting. 


“Hello.” Simon wasn’t sure what to Say. 


“I see you were given one of our cards. We are very pleased 
you found us and decided to call.” 


“It was in my mail.” Because really, this was the most 
Surreal situation he’d found himself in for quite some time. 
“Who are you?” 


“The Operator. And who are you?” There was nothing in the 
Operator’s tone to indicate he was being anything less than 
upfront. Still, Simon wasn’t an idiot and had no intention of 
giving his information to a stranger. 


“My name isn’t important. | want to know who you are and 
why you're bothering people with this crap?” 


The chuckle on the other end sent another shiver through 
Simon. “So you’re clearly a Dom. And a rather frustrated 
one from the sound of it.” 


“There is nothing wrong with me, buddy.” 
“Of course not.” 


“Look, | only called this number to make sure you weren’t 
harassing any of my friends. This isn’t a game and you can’t 
go around hurting people.” 


“Who said anything about hurting anyone? This is a help 
line.” 


“A help line for Doms? Do you know how absolutely 
ridiculous that sounds?” 


“We have subs calling as well. Not all Doms are as easy 
relationship-wise as some of our clients would like. But you 
seem to have another issue.” 
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“| don’t...” The words died off as Simon looked up and out 
into his still empty store. 


He was all alone. His business was slowly dying from 
beneath him and he was alone. 


“Please, we are only here to help. If you talk to me and let 
me know what you need, then | can. If you don’t, then there 
is nothing anyone will be able to do.” 


Simon’s lips were clamped shut, but the strain of keeping 
them like that had his face aching. This was a mistake. He 


didn’t know who the hell was on the other end. He didn’t 
know if someone was targeting his business for an attack, or 
if they would go after him personally. 


But there was something in his head, something whispering 
to him to trust this man, to tell him what he could barely 
admit to himself. Maybe an anonymous voice was what he 
needed to make things a little bit better. 


Closing his eyes, Simon let out a soft breath. “I’m lonely.” 


There was a brief pause, before he heard a very sincere, 
“Thank you.” 


“Don’t suppose you can find me a sub with a business 
degree? I’m having business issues too.” 


Another pause, only this one was a bit longer. Simon cocked 
his head and tried to pick up any sounds on the other end. 
Finally, the Operator came back with a soft chuckle. 


“Are you familiar with the old warehouse district in your 
area?” 


“Yes. There isn’t much down there.” 


“Tonight go to one-eight-five Carrington Avenue. There is a 
club called Unfettered. 


You might find what you are looking for there.” 
“What kind of club? | know all of them here in town.” 


“Unfettered is...new. Just opened, in fact. It’s a place where 
Doms and subs can meet without fear. It has more of a 
mature crowd. | hope that won’t be an issue.” 
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“Not at all,” Simon heard himself answer. This is wrong on 
so many levels. 


“Excellent. You are on the list as a VIP. Be there at ten 
o'clock and you'll get right in.” 


Simon couldn’t help frowning as he quickly jotted down the 
address. “This better not be some sort of trap to lure people 
into a gang beating. My uncle is a cop and l'Il be making 
sure he’s aware of where I’m going tonight.” 


“While | appreciate your caution and skepticism, you won’t 
be hurt. Only approved clients can gain access. | hope you 
find what you’re looking for.” 


“Me too. Oh wait.” The click as the Operator hung up was 
followed by the buzzing of the now disconnected line in 
Simon’s ear. He hadn’t given the man his name. 


What the hell had he agreed to? 


A loud knock on the front door made Simon jump in his seat. 
Shit, he’d been on the phone a lot longer than he’d realized. 
The store had technically opened ten minutes ago. 


“Coming!” 


Clubs and strange phone calls would have to wait until the 
end of the day. At this point, Simon wasn’t sure he’d even 
go. He certainly wouldn’t do anything without checking a 
few things out first. 


Unfettered. 


It could be the first step to make things better in his life. Or 
a whole lot worse. 


Unfortunately, there was only one way to find out. 
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Chapter Two 


Simon stood back and watched the bouncer turn away a 
group of people who couldn’t be any older than nineteen or 
twenty. He’d been standing in the shadows for a solid 
twenty minutes, watching the bouncer and what looked to 
be a hostess manage the crowd. 


From what he could tell, entrance to Unfettered had little to 
do with the outfit and everything to do with the list the 
small woman held close to her chest. Simon had recognized 
several of the people who'd been let in and just as many 
who the hulking man of a bouncer had chased away. None 
of the rejects were people Simon wanted to be with, and 
several had caused problems at some of the other clubs in 
town. 


Maybe this place was going to work out after all. 


Running a hand through his hair, Simon pulled out his 
sunglasses and slipped them on. He’d decided to wear his 
leather pants, black silk shirt and knee-length leather jacket. 
He knew exactly the image he painted when he had it on— 
easily able to blend into the background, yet once noticed, 
people weren’t able to look away. It had been one of Russ’ 
favorite outfits for Simon to wear. 


Walking across the street toward the club, excitement 
grabbed at him in a way he hadn't felt in ages. It had been a 
long time since he’d experienced this level of anticipation 
when hitting a club. Maybe Jocelyn had been right and he’d 
been too wound up recently. 


He could relax and enjoy this. 


Simon slowed his approach as three men in the line ahead 
of him bitched and moaned, trying to bully the hostess. The 
bouncer stood like a wall behind the much shorter woman. 
This close Simon was able to see she was quite beautiful 
with her long 17 


Christine d’Abo 


black hair spilling across her shoulders. If he weren’t very 
sure of his sexuality, she’d be the type of woman he’d go 
after. 


“I don’t care what your list says, | Know you want to let us in 
there.” The kid in front of Simon held out a wad of bills, with 
the intention of either impressing or buying her off. “I think 
your boss will appreciate it.” 


“lam the boss, children.” Her painted on smile wavered for 
a second as her gaze skirted across the youth to land on 
Simon. She cocked an eyebrow as if to say, can you believe 
these punks, before waving her hand at the man behind her. 


“Hayden here hasn’t eaten today, boys. | don’t think you 
want to piss him off or else he might start to feel peckish. 
Now, if you’d please move along, | have actual customers to 
let in.” 


“You heard the lady. Move it, assholes,” Hayden barked, 
collecting the three youth to push them out of the way. Their 


shouts were slowly drowned out by the beat of the music 
flowing from inside the club. 


Steeling himself, Simon took a step forward and clasped his 
hands behind his back. 


“Fun crowd.” 


The woman smirked. “You know what it’s like. A new, very 
selective club opens up in town and everyone wants to have 
a look. I’m sure you'll appreciate we have to be careful. My 
name is Dru and I'd like to welcome you to Unfettered.” 


“Thanks. Simon Matthews.” 


Dru scanned the list, a bright smile on her face. “Ah yes, | 
remember your name getting added this morning. There 
you are.” 


Simon’s heart beat just a little faster. “I never gave my 
name to the person | was speaking to on the phone.” 


“Well, let’s just say we have our ways. See, you’re here.” 
Turning her list around, Simon was surprised to see his 
name printed there, third from the bottom. 


“That’s quite the system you have.” 
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“It keeps me in business. Ah, Hayden is back.” 


The giant, bald man quietly took up his position behind Dru. 
The muscles of his arms weren’t contained by his black t- 
Shirt, bulging from beneath. Hayden stared down at Simon, 


yet another thing he wasn’t used to. Being just over six-two, 
he rarely had to look up at anyone. 


“Evening.” Hayden’s voice was low and he sounded less 
than impressed. 


“Let him in, please.” Dru’s soft tone had the giant man 
jumping to do her bidding. 


“Yes, ma’am.” 


“Please enjoy your evening, Mr. Matthews. | hope you find 
what you’re looking for.” 


Me too. Simon nodded, keeping his face as passive as he 
could manage, and stepped inside. 


The dark hallway caught flashes of light as he moved 
toward the main room. With each step, Simon felt he was 
moving toward something important, special. Maybe it was 
simply because of how he’d come to be here, the oddity of 
the phone number and the list. Simon found himself hoping 
for the first time in months that the club could give him 
something special. 


The music had a low steady beat that echoed deep in 
Simon’s gut as he walked into the main section of the club. 
A bar took up most of the room along one of the back walls, 
currently being run by a good-looking, red-headed woman. 
There must be more than one person normally there. The 
small crowd of people waiting for drinks dissuaded him from 
approaching. 


The leather chairs were setup in various configurations 
around the room. Each grouping gave him a different view 
of the evening’s activities. In one corner, a woman was 
being whipped by her Dom. The red lash marks glowed 


under the brighter spotlight focused on the area. Her naked 
ass remained untouched, but Simon knew it would meet the 
same fate soon. 


19 
Christine d’Abo 


In another area, a young man stood suspended and spread- 
eagle, clamps on his nipples and a blindfold over his eyes. A 
woman walked around him, her nails leaving a trail of marks 
across his skin as she moved. The man’s cock was hard and 
leaking, pre-cum dribbling down his shaft. Intrigued, Simon 
found a chair close by and sat to watch the woman work. 


The two had clearly been together for a long time. She knew 
exactly where to press, to tease, how hard to slap his ass or 
cock—the man moaned, sighed, bucked, clearly wanting 
more. Simon’s body responded, his cock now half hard as he 
watched the man. 


Maybe she would be willing to share for a night. 


Movement from the corner of his eye caught his attention. A 
man stood on the opposite side of the bar from the rest of 
the group. He looked down quickly as Simon made eye 
contact, telling him what he needed to know—the man was 
a sub. The lighting was dark enough to prevent Simon from 
getting a good look at him, though from this distance his 
half-naked body was fit enough for Simon’s tastes. 


Not wanting to appear interested, Simon returned his 
attention back to the show before him. The woman now had 
a riding crop in hand and carefully landed swats against the 
man’s skin. Love taps, nothing serious. As she moved to 
stand behind her sub, she made eye contact with Simon. 
She smirked and nodded her head in acknowledgement. 


Simon returned the nod and wished he’d had a drink so he 
could fully appreciate the entertainment. 


“Hey, excuse me.” 


Looking up, Simon met the gaze of a tall, young man. 
Somehow, this one was the size of Hayden out front, yet 
less bulky. The man was grinning wide and toothy at Simon, 
and looked as if he wanted to invite him out for a beer and 
BBQ rather than being in a fetish club. 


“Hello.” Simon really didn’t want to be rude, but the last 
thing he needed tonight was to have a chat with someone. 


20 
Commanding Acquisitions 


“I’m Jared, one of the bartenders. You’re new here and | see 
you’re drinkless. | was about to head back over to the bar. 
Would you like me to get you anything?” 


A sharp crack of leather against flesh, followed by a cry 
from the suspended man, filled the silence while Simon tried 
to get his brain to catch up. This place had everything he’d 
been looking for in a club, including perceptive staff. 


Normally, Simon would never drink on a work night or if he 
was going into a heavy scene. Then again, recently every 
night was a work night. Why the hell not? 


“Scotch, neat.” 


Somehow, Jared’s smile managed to grow brighter. 
“Excellent. | have a twenty-five year old Macallan opened 
up, just waiting for a taster.” 


Christ, he didn’t have money to throw around. “How much?” 


“First drink’s on the house. After that we can put it on your 
tab and you can settle up with Dru at a later time.” 


“Business must be good.” He should have opened a bar. 


Jared chuckled. “We do okay. l'Il send someone over with 
that drink.” 


“Thanks.” 
“Enjoy the show.” 


Simon couldn’t stop from checking out the kid’s ass as he 
made his way over to the bar. Not that Simon was getting 
the vibe from him, but if nothing else panned out tonight, 
maybe he could convince Jared to join him for a few games. 


Don't play with the straight boys, Simon. 


The woman had changed her stance behind her sub. Feet 
wider than shoulder width, she was bringing the crop down 
in a series of increasingly harder smacks. The man’s body 
shook, but he wasn’t pulling away. 


“How many is that?” The Domme asked loudly enough for 
Simon to hear easily. 


“Thank you, Mistress. Five, Mistress.” 
“Not nearly enough.” 
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“No, Mistress.” 


Spinning on her heel, she marched over to the table close to 
the wall. Simon couldn’t see the instruments waiting for her 
use, but when she came back with a large paddle, leather 
knots covering the surface, Simon knew he wanted to take a 
serious look. 


“I don’t think you've been good at all. | think you need to be 
punished.” 


The man sobbed, his hips bucking out. “Yes, Mistress. If it 
pleases you.” 


“It does.” Simon didn’t miss the gentle caress of her fingers 
along her sub’s back. 


Reaching up, she slipped her fingers into his and Simon 
smiled as she received a reassuring squeeze. 


The moment was over as she stepped away and, with 
lightning reflexes, landed a blow across both his ass cheeks. 
The crack was louder than anything else in the room. 


The corresponding gasp and moan from the man was all 
Simon needed for his cock to go rock hard. 


He was sitting there, mesmerized by the woman’s mastery 
with the paddle, when he felt a presence approaching from 
his side. Half expecting Jared and his drink, Simon was 
surprised when he saw it was in fact the sub from the bar. 


The man dropped to his knees like a rag doll being cast 
aside by a child. Eyes and head down, he held out the 
tumbler, filled three fingers high with amber liquid, and 
silently waited for Simon to take it. 


Immediately, he looked back to the scene unfolding in front 
of him and did his best to ignore the newcomer. It had been 


a long time since he’d had a person offer himself like this. 
Simon was jaded enough to know that nine times out of ten 
it didn’t mean what he hoped. Maybe he was picky, or 
getting old, but he wasn’t willing to take on just anyone as a 
sub. Not anymore. 


“How many now? You better still be counting.” The Domme 
had moved to stand directly in front of her sub, his chin in 
her grasp. “Answer me!” 
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“Thank you, Mistress. Fifteen, Mistress.” The answer was 
given in a far shakier voice than before. Clearly she hadn't 
gone easy on him. 


There was a pause as she examined the sub’s face, turning 
his head from side to side. “Not enough yet. You’re still 
fighting me.” 


“I’m sorry, Mistress.” 


“If | truly believed that, things would go much easier for 
you. Ten more. | want you to count out loud after each one.” 


“Yes, Mistress. Whatever pleases you.” 


Simon cocked his head to the side, looking at the man 
kneeling by his chair out of the corner of his eye. He hadn't 
moved. The drink was still being offered, though Simon 
could see the slight shake in his arms. With a bored sigh, he 
reached out and took the tumbler. 


The familiar, pleasant burn of the scotch made its way down 
his throat. Damn, that was good. He took another sip and 


held his glass out. The sub reached for it, taking it neatly 
from him. 


A loud crack was followed by a sob. “One. Thank you, 
Mistress.” 


Simon reached out and took the glass again. He ignored the 
tiny rush of electricity when his fingers brushed against the 
sub’s. Fuck, he hadn’t even looked at the man yet and 
Simon was ready to tie him up. 


“Two. Thank you, Mistress.” 


He knew he wouldn't be able to put things off too long. If 
Simon wasn’t going to play with the boy, then he needed to 
cut him loose sooner rather than later. It wouldn’t be fair to 
waste the poor guy’s whole evening. 


Crack. “Three. Thank you, Mistress.” Gasp. 


“I bet his ass is red now.” Simon said softly. It could be 
brushed off as him speaking to himself, but he knew the 
man at his feet would hang on every word. 


“Five. Thank you, Mistress.” 
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“| bet the welts are nice and white. He won't be able to sit 
down for hours.” Simon sipped his drink. “I wonder if she'll 
fuck him or if she’ll leave him to suffer.” 


“Seven. Thank you, Mistress.” 


Not wanting to wait any longer, Simon looked over at the 
man at his feet. 


He didn’t appear to be much younger than Simon. He was 
Shirtless, wearing leather pants and his feet were bare. 
Brown hair fell forward to cover his eyes, which Simon 
inexplicably wanted to know the color of. His long, lean arms 
were now resting at his sides, knuckles pressed to the floor. 
God, he looked like a swimmer or runner. Someone who took 
the time to exercise and look after himself. 


In short, he was gorgeous. 
“Nine. Thank you, Mistress.” 


The sub at his feet was breathing a bit harder now. Simon 
liked that he was affected by the scene going on. Not that 
they would be able to do something like that now—not 
without setting limits at least. 


“Think he’s going to make it? She’s been going pretty rough 
on him. Answer me.” 


“Yes Sir. He will.” 


The deep baritone sent a pleasant vibe through Simon. He 
pulled his sunglasses off at that point, tucking them into the 
inside pocket of his jacket. 


“You're being so good,” the Domme cooed. “Just one more. 
One more and you'll make me happy.” 


“Yes, Mistress. Whatever you want.” 
“That’s right. Whatever | want.” 


The final crack had the sub breaking into sobs as he 
collapsed. The restraints took the whole of his weight as his 
Domme came up beside him, stroking his body. 


“Good boy. You did so well.” 

Simon snorted. “Seems you were right.” 
The sub didn’t answer. 
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Unable to hold himself back, Simon reached out and lifted 
the man’s chin. He still didn’t lift his gaze from the floor. 


“Look at me.” Simon made sure the command had enough 
quiet steel embedded in it to command an immediate 
response. 


Rich brown irises looked up at him and something tightened 
in Simon’s chest. 


Careful not to give anything away, he cocked an eyebrow at 
the man. “Name.” 


“Gavin.” 


“And do you work here, Gavin? Is this how Unfettered treats 
all new customers?” 


“No, Sir.” 
“Then what do you want?” 
Gavin's lips tightened, but he didn’t respond. 


“I’m not in the mood to break in a new toy. Especially a 
difficult one. Go.” 


Simon turned his attention back to the Domme. She 
released the last cuff and was forced to catch her sub as he 
stumbled, trying to maintain his balance. Simon would have 
offered to help, but knew it wouldn’t be welcomed. 


Gavin hadn’t moved from his position. Simon took another 
large sip of scotch and was silently pleased. Perhaps things 
weren’t going to end badly tonight after all. 


With the scene now over, Simon took the opportunity to look 
around the club. 


Interspersed amongst the patrons were several men who 
were clearly bouncers. Not that it appeared anyone needed 
assistance, but at least knowing they were protected set 
Simon at ease. 


The music started up again and the crowd shifted. Subs 
danced, putting on a show for their Doms. Groups used the 
chance to switch onto or off the stages. Simon wasn’t in the 
mood to give a public performance tonight. While having 
done so in the past, it wasn’t what he wanted for a first time 
with Gavin. 


And yes, he wanted the other man. 
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“My drink is empty.” He didn’t make this one an overt 
command. He wanted to see how Gavin would respond. It 
was Clearly putting things in the other man’s court. 


Without a word, Gavin got to his feet and made his way over 
to the bar. Simon watched as the tight leather covering 
Gavin’s ass pulled as he walked. He moved with grace and 


Simon couldn’t help but stop and imagine what that body 
would look like spread out before him. 


Jared grinned at Gavin’s approach, moving with practiced 
fluidity to pour another drink for him. Gavin stood straight, 
the pale skin of his back glowing in the light. He didn’t seem 
to be flirting with Jared, his eyes downcast even as he stood 
at attention. 


Confident in his actions, Gavin was clearly comfortable in 
his skin and his role of sub. 


When Gavin accepted the drink from Jared, the bartender 
held on, preventing Gavin from returning. Annoyance at the 
bartender reared up far faster than Simon would have 
normally acknowledged. Shit, they hadn’t agreed to even 
take things to the next step, let alone for Simon to have any 
reason to feel jealous. He had no claim over the other man. 


Still, Simon’s inner Dom reared up and screamed hands off! 


When Jared nodded in the direction of one of the hallways 
toward the back of the club, Simon understood. There was 
no competition—nothing to take Gavin away from him. Jared 
was nothing more than a helpful employee pointing out a 
few highlights. 


Simon released the hold he had on the armrest. 


Gavin nodded at the bartender and quickly returned to 
Simon. His gaze was downcast and this time when he got to 
the floor, Gavin had come closer. His knee was now pressed 
firmly against Simon’s foot. If Gavin leaned forward, his 
groin would be against Simon’s calf. 


It made Simon’s cock twitch. 


Gavin held out the drink with both hands and waited. “Sir.” 


“The bartender, Jared. What did he say to you?” Simon 
wrapped his hand around both Gavin's wrists, squeezing 
them together. “Answer me.” 
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Gavin swallowed. “He wanted you to know where the club’s 
private rooms were located, Sir. In case you should wish to 
have use of them.” 


Without permission, Gavin looked up into Simon’s eyes. The 
unrestrained desire Simon saw there took his breath away. 
Simon pulled forward, dragging the glass trapped between 
Gavin’s hands closer. Unwilling to give Gavin an inch, the 
younger man was forced to lean over Simon’s lap at an 
awkward angle. 


Only when he had Gavin stretched across him did Simon 
take a sip. 


The spark he’d felt earlier exploded inside his head and 
traveled down to his cock. 


Nothing mattered anymore except having Gavin. Another 
pull and a shift of Simon’s leg and Gavin’s rock-hard cock 
was ground against his knee. 


“Get up.” Simon took one final sip and released Gavin’s 
wrists. 


The younger man hesitated for the briefest of seconds, but 
it gave Simon enough time to land a firm slap to his ass. 
“Now.” 


Gavin scrambled to his feet, the rapid rise and fall of his 
chest the only sign of how much he was affected by Simon’s 
words. Downing the drink in a single gulp, Simon rose and 
marched past Gavin toward the hall Jared had indicated. He 
didn’t look behind him to see if the other man was coming. 


It wasn’t conceit when he knew that right then, Gavin would 
follow him anywhere. 
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Chapter Three 

The room was a Dom’s dream come true. 


Simon had slowed his pace as he approached several closed 
doors. He couldn’t go back and ask the bartender if there 
was a protocol he needed to observe here or any additional 
fees he’d get stuck with later. 


Hell, they’d found out his name without him saying 
anything, they were probably more than able to send hima 
bill. 


They would have to get in line for that one. 


Snapping his mind away from that line of thinking, Simon 
was surprised when one of the doors silently slid open as he 
approached. None of the others had done that, so he took it 
as a sign he was supposed to go in. Not wanting to show 
any hesitation in front of Gavin, he turned sharply on his 
boot and didn’t stop until he stood in the middle of the 
room. 


He heard Gavin come in a few seconds behind him and the 
door close with a soft click. A quick look around the room 
revealed sound baffling and a noise-cancelling unit. Simon 
could whip Gavin until he was screaming bloody murder and 
no one would be able to hear him with those in place. 


Private and soundproof. 
He hoped Gavin wasn’t about to back out as a result. 


“Strip and get to your knees. Hands on the back of your 
head.” 


Ignoring Gavin for the moment, Simon checked out the 
remainder of the room. In addition to a table similar to what 
he’d seen out in the main area, there was a large, double- 
door chest standing prominently in the room. While there 
was no St. Andrew’s Cross like out in the main play area, 
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where he could easily secure a bound sub. Steel rings were 
strategically positioned at various heights giving hima 
variety of options for positions. 


He moved over to the table to see what he had available for 
play. It was of similar height and depth to the one out in the 
main area and had everything from cock rings and dildos to 
nipple clamps and lube. He could only guess the floggers 
and such would be in the cabinet. He would have to see 
what Gavin would be up for, how far they could go together 
this first time. 


It had been a while since he’d done this part. The few casual 
encounters he’d had in clubs had been pretty vanilla and 
little more than a prelude to sex. Simon had the feeling that 


while sex was certainly on the agenda, Gavin was after a 
little more than a light spanking and a fuck over a desk. 


Simon wanted to do things right. 


Turning around, Simon took in the beautiful sight before 
him. Gavin had followed his directions to the letter. The 
position gave Simon a prime view of Gavin’s cock, hard and 
red, jutting out from his groin. With his hands behind his 
head, the bulge of his biceps was displayed. 


The man was fit. 


“Look at me.” Simon made Sure to drop his Dom voice for a 
moment. He wanted Gavin to know things hadn’t yet begun. 


The question in those brown eyes was clear. “Sir?” 
“Limits.” 


Gavin gave his head a tiny shake. He’d already been sinking 
into his sub space and Simon watched as the other man 
forced himself back to the surface. “No blood play, scat or 
water sports. Gags are fine. Condoms are a must.” 


Simon’s turn to nod. “Safe word?” 
“Magpie. Three taps if I’m gagged.” 
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Clearly, there was some special meaning behind the 
unusual choice of word. 


“Understood. Magpie will end the scene. Red will stop what 
I’m doing. Amber l'Il slow down. Green l'Il start again. You 


are to continue to address me as Sir. Understand?” 
“Yes Sir.” 


Anticipation made Simon’s skin tingle. There were so many 
options for him to start with, things he could do as an 
opportunity to learn Gavin and his body. Yet, this wasn’t 
about him and his needs. Simon didn’t need to worry about 
the business, bills or anything else beyond discovering what 
made Gavin tick. What it was that would give the other man 
the release he needed? 


It was something Simon could control. 


“Get up. Come to the table and tell me three things you 
want. If | approve, you may be fortunate enough to have 
them used on you.” 


Gavin kept his arms where they were as he climbed back to 
his feet. It was rare for Simon to find a sub who followed his 
commands so exactly. Even Russ would take liberties with 
him, obeying the spirit of Simon’s laws if not the letter. 
Sometimes it was intentional, the other man wanting Simon 
to punish him, the thrill of pain and pleasure combining. 


As Gavin moved to the table, Simon watched his gaze flow 
across the straps, dildos, gags and other toys. Smirking, 
Simon slid his leather jacket from his shoulders. “I want you 
to use your teeth, bring each one to me.” 


The hitch in Gavin’s breathing told him it was the right thing 
to say. 


Simon made his way over to the three quarter lounge in the 
center of the room. The soft fabric felt good under his touch. 
Spreading his legs wide, he waited until Gavin bent deeply 
at the waist to pick up his first selection. 


The dark leather of the bridle straps were a contrast to the 
fair skin of Gavin's face. 


It took Simon a moment to recognize the design, a slightly 
unusual one, but well within his realm of knowledge. 
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Pressing his index finger to his lips, Simon sat back further 
in his seat. “Why?” 


Gavin leaned forward and dropped the bridle into Simon’s 
waiting hands. “Sir...it’s been a while.” 


The admission strangely made Simon feel better. “Coming 
without permission certainly wouldn’t put me in a good 
mood.” He held it up, rubbing the soft leather between his 
fingers. “Come forward.” 


It took some work to maneuver the leather over Gavin’s 
rock hard cock and around his balls. The ties dangled free to 
tickle the tops of his inner thighs. That sensation alone 
would be a continued tease in addition to what Simon had in 
store for the man. 


“You are not to come until | give you permission. If you feel 
you are getting close, you will pull this tight to prevent it. If 
you are unable to, tell me. Do you understand?” 


Gavin nodded. 
Simon slapped Gavin's thigh. “What was that?” 


“Yes Sir,” Gavin said on a gasp. 


The picture that the black leather against the angry red skin 
painted pushed Simon dangerously close to the edge. 


“Go get your second item.” 


Gavin moved faster this time, but still possessing all the 
grace Simon had begun to associate with him. The second 
selection took a little bit longer, but Simon wasn’t 
disappointed when the item fell into his lap. 


Holding up the butt plug, he couldn’t keep the smirk from 
his face. “I’m not sure if this is sufficient.” He turned the 
item around in his hand. “It’s much smaller than | am. 


While | want you tight, | don’t want to...damage you.” 
The look in Gavin’s eyes wasn’t one of belief. 
“Get the next size up. Quickly!” 


Somehow, Gavin had also managed to pickup a packet of 
lube along with the larger plug. With a hand on Gavin's hip, 
Simon slowly turned him around. 
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The muscular globes of Gavin's ass filled Simon’s field of 
vision. His fingers itched to touch, tease and torture the 
flawless skin before him. 


“Bend over.” 


The motion put Gavin’s crack and asshole in full view. Simon 
could smell only soap and desire as he moved his face 
closer. Gavin’s legs shook, whether from the position or 


anticipation, Simon wasn’t sure. Unable to deny himself any 
longer, Simon reached up with both hands and squeezed. 


“Boy, you have a very nice ass.” 

“Thank you, Sir.” Gavin’s voice was breathless. 
“This ass now belongs to me.” 

“Of course, Sir.” 


“I’m going to do whatever | want to it. Fuck it. Spank it. 
Pinch it. Come all over it.” 


Gavin groaned. “Yes. Please, Sir.” 


Simon pulled back and smacked the left cheek hard, 
relishing the sudden gasp from Gavin. Not wanting to give 
him time to adjust, Simon repeated the smack on the other 
side, only harder. 


For a man who hadn't had sex in a while, Gavin showed 
amazing restraint. “How long has it been for you? Since you 
had a Dom?” 


“Ah...a long time,” Gavin said, adding a quick. “Sir,” to the 
end. 


Simon spanked him again. The white of his ass had already 
taken on a beautiful pink hue. “Answer me.” 


“Three years, Sir.” 


Shit, someone harder up than I am. Simon spanked him 
again. “Then | best make sure | look after you. Too much 
time left on your own.” 


Not wanting to lose contact with Gavin, Simon used his 
teeth to rip oven the packet, while keeping a hand moving 
across his lower back. The lube bled out of the packet, 
making it easy to capture on his fingers. Squeezing as much 
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Gavin’s crack, Simon tried to keep a tight clamp down on his 
excitement for what was about to happen. 


He’d always loved this part. 


With gentle touches, he dragged his finger through the lube 
and down Gavin's crack, ghosting over the tight ring of 
muscles. Gavin instinctively clenched, but otherwise held 
still. 


Teasing, Simon repeated the motion over and over until 
Gavin was moaning, his hand dangerously close to his shaft. 


“You better be reaching for the bridle and not your cock. I'd 
be very unhappy if you were.” 


“Wouldn’t dream of it, Sir.” 
Smack. “Don’t get lippy.” 
“Sorry, Sir.” 


Knowing Gavin was far too lucid for what he wanted, Simon 
used the next pass to press his finger into his waiting ass as 
far as he could go. Gavin moaned and Simon’s cock 
twitched at the noise. 


There had been too much silence in his life recently. 


“Yes, that’s what | want.” He pumped his finger in and out of 
the eager body before him, enjoying the squeeze and clench 
of Gavin’s tight muscles. “I want to hear you. Be loud. Tell 
me how it feels.” 


“Oh fuck, feels good, Sir. It’s been so long. Too long.” 
“You want something bigger?” 
Gavin nodded. “Please, another finger, Sir.” 


Knowing the anticipation was half the fun, Simon pulled his 
finger out entirely and spanked Gavin with three quick 
Strikes. Still determined to hold still, Simon watched as the 
muscles in Gavin’s legs shook from the strain. Squeezing 
more lube onto his fingers, he pushed two fingers in half 
way, twisting them as he went. 
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“Oh fuck. Sir. That’s—” Gavin bit off a sob, thrusting his hips 
back gently to meet Simon’s touch. 


“Just think how good it’s going to feel when | shove this plug 
in there. You’re going to be busting, you'll be so full. You’ve 
missed this, having someone force you open? 


Answer me!” Simon added on another slap, turning the skin 
an even brighter red. 


“Yes, God. Missed this.” 
Slap. “What?” 


“Sir. Missed this, Sir.” 


Simon ignored the way his hand shook as he pulled his 
fingers out. Needing to move things along, he only spent a 
fraction of the time he would normally have opening him up 
with three fingers, before finally moving on to the plug. 


“Christ.” Simon ran the tip down along Gavin’s crack, 
teasing the tight ring of muscles. “Your skin is red already 
and the plug is so black. It will look amazing when | fuck 
your ass with it.” 


Gavin whimpered, widening his stance slightly. 


When he finally pushed forward, Simon couldn’t tear his 
gaze away from the way Gavin’s body swallowed the 
silicone. His cock twitched, aching in the confines of the 
leather, desperately pressing to be released. 


Simon did his best to patiently work the plug in. Perhaps he 
should have used the slightly smaller size, Gavin was so 
tight, but he knew this would give them both more 
satisfaction in the end. With a final twist, the plug was firmly 
seated deep within Gavin's body. 


The younger man was panting, the vibration in his legs 
increasing as the seconds ticked on. Yet there was no 
complaint, no push to be released from what Simon was 
doing to him. 


Indulging himself, Simon slapped Gavin’s ass one final time. 
“Third item. But | want you to get it from the cabinet. Go!” 
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It was clear straightening was an effort for Gavin. Simon 
could only imagine how the other man’s body was reacting 


after having gone so long without being involved in the 
scene. Therefore, he wasn’t surprised when he felt a small 
thrill of pride well in his chest as Gavin staggered forward, 
hands still locked behind his head, to do Simon’s bidding. 


This was the part of being a Dom that he loved. To say 
opening the doors without his hands would be a challenge 
was a bit of an understatement. If Gavin failed, Simon would 
have to punish him—at least ten lashings. Hell, even if 
Gavin succeeded he was likely to do that. The boy seemed 
to like the contact. But it was the opportunity to witness the 
ingenuity of the sub, how they either chose to push the 
limits or do the bidding of their Dom, that was of particular 
fascination. 


Simon was surprised when Gavin bent at the waist and 
opened his mouth. The door handle was thick, but not so 
much so that it was impossible to get the wood between his 
teeth. What Simon, or Gavin for that matter, was sure of 
was the difficulty of the latch. It was likely Unfettered kept 
an immaculate home—going so far as to oil the hinges. 
However, if not, then Gavin would have to get creative. 


With only the slightest twinges of disappointment on 
Simon’s part, the door pulled quietly open. The treasures 
hidden beneath were stunning in their options, sending 
Simon’s heart racing. Somehow, Gavin's gasp reached 
Simon’s ears despite the noise dampening equipment. 


“Hurry up,” Simon snapped out. No sense in letting Gavin 
get comfortable. “I want to bury my cock in your ass 
sometime this year.” 


“Yes Sir.” 


Taking only another few seconds, Gavin stretched his lean 
body forward, dark head disappearing into shadow so he 


could reach his prize within the cabinet. Turning, Gavin was 
on full display, cock jutting up proudly, encased in leather, 
and a light flush covering his skin. Clutched in his teeth was 
the handle of a cat-o-nine tails, the leather tendrils swaying 
from the motion. 


35 
Christine d’Abo 


It wasn’t quite right. Gavin had a look about him that Simon 
recognized. He was a man who wanted more, but was afraid 
to ask. “No. Select another.” 


Gavin opened his mouth and let the flogger fall to the floor. 
“Yes Sir.” 


This time he took longer to make his choice. The slight 
hesitation as Gavin leaned in, the way he stopped and let 
out a huff of air before diving back in, told Simon this was 
the one. Gavin wanted it, but was too scared to let go. 
Simon would win that trust—he promised himself. 


Turning this time revealed a heavy paddle. It hung at an 
awkward angle, the weight pulling down toward the floor. 
Gavin’s teeth gleamed in the light of the room, giving him a 
Slightly feral look. 


“Bring it to me.” 


Gavin moved quickly, coming up to Simon’s knees before 
dropping down, head bowed. Cords of muscles stood out in 
Gavin’s neck as the strain of the position was obvious. Still, 
Simon made him hold it a few seconds longer than 
necessary, simply to see what the other man was capable of 
doing. When he didn’t think Gavin would be able to last 


another second longer, Simon stretched out his waiting 
hand, giving a single nod. 


“Drop it.” 


The paddle landed squarely into his grasp. Holding it up, 
Simon examined the leather knots interspersed across the 
flat surface of the face. If done correctly, Simon would leave 
the other man some long-lasting reminders of their evening 
together. It had been a very long time since he’d used 
something like this. A bit too much pressure would cause 
any welts produced to bleed. Simon would have to be on his 
A game tonight. 


“For doing what | asked, | will use this.” 


The slight sagging forward of Gavin’s shoulders spoke 
volumes. “Thank you, Sir.” 
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Simon needed to make sure he had absolute control to 
ensure he did this correctly. 


The last thing he wanted was to hurt the man 
unintentionally. He needed focus to be in command of their 
pleasure. 


“You've been good, Gavin. It’s been a while since I’ve had 
such a good boy to play with. | think you have earned 
yourself a bit of a reward. What do you think?” 


Gavin nodded enthusiastically. “If it pleases you, Sir.” 


Oh, fucking hell. “For now, it does. Take out my cock and 
suck it. Since you did so well before without your hands, | 
want you to keep them behind your head.” 


Gavin’s gaze flicked up to his for the barest of moments. 
Simon saw none of the belligerent frustration many of the 
men he’d tried to play with over the past few years had 
displayed. There was only complete and utter joy and 
gratitude. 


“Yes Sir. Thank you, Sir.” 


Hot breath assaulted Simon's skin, trapped by the fabric of 
his shirt as Gavin leaned in and huffed out a soft sigh. 
Gooseflesh rose on his skin and Simon was barely able to 
Suppress a Shiver at the contrasting temperatures—breath 
and air. 


With frantic movements, Gavin worked the snap holding 
Simon’s pants together. 


His cock made things challenging, springing up to fill the 
opening provided by the now released bindings, giving 
Gavin little room to work. Simon flinched when Gavin 
accidentally grazed his teeth across the top of his hyper- 
sensitized head, earning Gavin a slap to the ass. 


“Bastard. You'll be punished for that.” 


“Sorry, Sir. | promise l'Il be more careful.” The younger man 
didn’t sound overly contrite. 


Simon knew when he was being goaded. Unlike some of his 
other playmates, there was something about Gavin that 
screamed out to him. The other man wanted to be punished 
for something. Some unspoken transgression he felt he 


needed to pay penance for. While not wanting to play the 
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was willing to give the man some leeway. It was only one 
night, after all. If Simon could help ease Gavin’s burden, 
then he was fulfilling his role. 


“You'll be sorry by the time I’m done with you. Your ass will 
be so red, you won’t be able to sit down for a week. Now 
hurry up. I’m waiting.” 


It took effort, but Gavin managed to capture the sides of the 
opening and peel them down. Simon took particular 
pleasure in the design of the leather, as the opening was 
wider than typical. He helped by lifting his hips, giving Gavin 
just enough room to completely expose most of Simon’s 
cock. His balls were partially hidden, but Gavin would still be 
able to play. 


“Sir, may | suck your cock now?” 


The cheeky bastard looked up then, cocking an eyebrow, his 
lips slightly parted. 


Pink tongue and white teeth beckoned to Simon, enticing 
him into answering. “I’m waiting.” 


With all pretenses gone, Gavin leaned in and swallowed half 
of Simon’s cock in one go. Pausing for a heartbeat, he 
wrapped his lips around the shaft and slowing pulled back, 
scraping his teeth as he reached he crown. 


Fuck, it’s been far too long. 


“You better make me come in the next five minutes, or else 
l'Il chain you to the wall and leave you for the next Dom.” 


Gavin hummed once before setting to work. The steady up 
down of his head, chased by the contrast of teeth, quickly 
pushed Simon close to orgasm. The inevitable fast release 
was expected given how long he’d gone without any sort of 
intimate contact beyond his hand. But he hadn’t anticipated 
how skilled Gavin would be at this sort of thing. 


When Gavin took him down to the root, Simon knew he was 
done for. A hand to the back of Gavin’s head was all the 
warning he gave. Holding the other man still, Simon shot his 
cum deep down Gavin’s throat. 
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“Fuck!” He bucked his hips up, pumping hard until every last 
ounce of pleasure had been wrung free. He’d barely finished 
when Gavin began to lap up anything that had escaped his 
mouth. 


“That’s it. | don’t want a single drop missed.” 


Gavin enthusiastically followed his order. Pressing his face 
as close to Simon’s balls as he could, he even tried to 
capture any streams that may have ventured south. When 
everything was clean, Gavin sat back on his heels. 


The younger man was panting hard now. A trail of pre-cum 
leaked freely, dribbling down his cock. Simon was pleased 
Gavin had done as well as he had. They were still learning 
each other, adjusting, but things were off to a phenomenal 
Start. 


Reaching out, Simon captured Gavin’s chin in his hand and 
lifted him up until they were forced to look directly into each 
other’s gaze. Simon ran his thumb across the other man’s 
Skin, looking for any signs he wanted to back out. 


Please don’t back out. 


There was the barest hint of a smile on Gavin's face, nearly 
hidden by the flush of lust and the pleading look in his eyes. 
Good, Simon would be able to carry on. 


Grabbing the knotted paddle in hand, Simon leaned forward 
until their mouths were only inches apart. Gavin’s breath 
hitched, drawing a smirk from Simon. 


“Now is when the real fun begins. It’s your turn.” 
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Chapter Four 


Gavin hadn’t been this excited, or nervous, in years. When 
he’d first laid eyes on the Dom in the entertainment room, 
Gavin knew this was the man he’d been waiting for. All it 
took was a single fleeting glance from the man and Gavin 
had been ready to strip down and beg to be whipped. 


He never thought he’d be able to come back into a room like 
this again. 


Clearly recovered from his orgasm, the Dom leaned forward 
so his body crowded into Gavin's personal space. 


The Dom scraped his thumbnail across Gavin’s bottom lip. 
“An interesting choice.” 


The impulse to respond was there. Gavin bit down on his 
tongue and made sure his eyes were fixed on the Dom’s 
knees. Fuck, he needed to relax and let his mind go. 


“You're thinking too much.” 
Gavin started, but quickly regained control. “Sorry, Sir.” 


Long fingers carded through his hair. Blunt fingernails dug 
into his scalp as the Dom pulled his head back. The angle 
made Gavin’s throat pull, straining against his barely 
controlled breathing. 


“It’s been a while for you.” 


Gavin shivered. He couldn’t think about how long or the 
reasons why. He’d never get through the scene if he did. 
And that was something he had to know he could do again. 


“I’m fine, Sir. Whatever you want from me, I can give.” 


The Dom held up the paddle, clearly in Gavin’s line of sight. 
“This is not a child’s toy and | am not an easy master. 
Why?” 
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“1...” Gavin shook his head. No, not quite ready to go there, 
even with a stranger. 


“I’ve been bad, Sir. | deserve to be punished.” 


A cocked eyebrow and a soft snort told Gavin he wasn’t 
believed. 


“Lying is certainly something | feel the need to punish. We'll 
see about the rest. 


Stand up.” 


With his legs shaking, Gavin rose once more to his feet. 
Anticipation and small tendrils of fear stretched through his 
body, making his heart race and his cock harder. 


Thank god he had the bridle on or else there would be one 
more punishment for him to endure. 


The Dom set the paddle down on the couch so he could 
slide the leather coat he’d been wearing from his arms. The 
silk of his shirt shimmered in the low overhead light. 


Gavin hoped he would keep it on, wanting to feel the soft 
material against his skin as the other man fucked him. 


/fthe other man would fuck him. 


The Dom draped his jacket over the back of the lounger 
before sitting down again. 


Gavin recognized the position as the other man adjusted his 
feet so his legs were spread wide enough to support a large 
mass. His. 


“Move,” 


Gavin didn’t need to be told the position. It was a test of his 
resolve as much as his understanding. Letting out a soft 
huff, Gavin moved as carefully as he could, standing to the 
left of the Dom. He closed his eyes and let his body relax for 
a moment, his mind slipping into the place where he could 
find peace. 


No thoughts. No grief. Blissful nothing. 


It took some maneuvering, but Gavin stretched over the 
Dom’s lap so his feet were still touching the floor and he 
was forced to support his upper body with his hands. Ass 
now high in the air and cock dangling between the Dom’s 
legs, he waited for the next part to begin. 
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Large hands caressed his ass, kneading the muscles and 
lulling Gavin into a further relaxed state. Closing his eyes, 
Gavin braced for the inevitable. 


The slap, when it came, was little more than a warning. The 
Dom had cupped his hand, reducing the sting of contact, 
but sending a loud crack through the room. Gavin jumped, 
despite anticipating the smack. Heat radiated across his 
skin and soaked into the muscle where his palm had 
connected with Gavin’s ass. Quickly, two more hits 
connected, each in a different spot. 


“Still...thinking.” The Dom’s voice was pitched low, making 
Gavin shiver. “Let it go.” 


The weight of his head suddenly became too much for him. 
Gavin relaxed the muscles of his neck and shoulders, 
allowing his forehead to press against the warm leather of 
the Dom’s pants. 


“That’s it.” Fingers teased the now sensitive skin of his ass. 
“I’ve got you.” 


Tension flowed from him as Gavin finally felt himself slipping 
away. Nothing else mattered. There wasn’t anything beyond 


this room. His world had shrunk to the confines of these four 
walls and the man across whom he was stretched. 


The slaps were coming faster now. The Dom was an expert, 
never landing a hit in quite the same place twice. It didn’t 
take long for Gavin’s entire ass and the back of his thighs to 
burn. His cock and balls were pulled tight, strangled in the 
confines of the bridle. Still, he could feel the threat of 
orgasm creeping up on him. The plug pushed deep with 
every slap, pressing against his prostate. 


“I think you are warmed up enough.” The Dom shifted and 
Gavin’s heart beat faster in his chest. “You have no idea 
how beautiful you are like this. Stretched out. Ass red. When 
| fuck you, you’re going to feel every inch of me. Know I was 
there for days and days.” 


Groaning, Gavin turned his face and pressed an opened- 
mouthed kiss to the Dom’s calf. This man was taking care of 
him, giving him what he needed. No decisions or grief. Here 
and now. 
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A hand to the small of Gavin’s back was the only warning he 
received. The air whistled as the paddle swung, connecting 
across his ass. A cry was yanked from him as the leather 
knots cut into the over-sensitized flesh. 


“Quiet now.” 


“Yes Sir.” 


The knots were pressed hard into his skin. “I said quiet.” 
Gavin bit down hard on his tongue to keep from answering. 


“I’m going to count down your punishment. Five additional 
smacks should be enough. Do you agree? Answer.” 


“Whatever you want, Sir.” 


“Exactly. Whatever | want.” The Dom lifted the paddle, but 
didn’t bring it down right away. “What | want right now is for 
you to let go of everything that’s spinning around in your 
head.” 


Slap. 


“Five. | want whatever it was that drove you here tonight to 
melt away. It’s not important anymore. I’m here. I’m looking 
after you and everything will be fine.” 


Gavin sobbed and wished with all his heart it was true. 
Slap. 


“Four. | can see the welts starting already.” Fingers once 
again pressed against his ass. “You’re practically glowing.” 


Slap. 


“Three. You're being such a good boy for me. Making me so 
happy. You can feel it, can’t you? The air on your hot skin? 
Just think how good it will feel when I’m pressing up against 
you.” 


Slap. 
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“Two. Just two more and then everything will be better. 
Relax. You’re still too tense.” 


Gavin closed his eyes and let his mind float. He relaxed into 
stinging pain from the leather knots. The butt plug was 
pressed deeper inside him with each hit, opening him up 
wide for the cock he hoped to have in there soon. 


Slap. 


“One. | can feel your cock against my thigh. | bet if | were to 
reach down and squeeze, the cum would spill from you.” 


Gavin whimpered. He was incapable of thought now— 
drowning in the sensation of here and now. 


“Soon. | promise. We just have to—” 
Slap. 


Gavin collapsed. He had no strength left in his body. 
Breathing was a challenge as he tried to suck in air as he 
was held immobile against the Dom. The loud rattle of the 
paddle being thrown aside wasn’t enough to rouse him. 
Gavin was only aware of the throbbing of his cock, the heat 
in his ass and thighs and the man holding him. 


“I’m...l’m going to fuck you now.” The Dom was nearly as 
breathless as Gavin. 


Whether it was from the exertion from paddling Gavin or 
that the Dom was as excited about the prospect of sex as he 
was, Gavin couldn’t be sure. Or even cared. 


Hands shifted him until Gavin was aware of the floor 
beneath his knees. The Dom rose to his full height and 
fisted his hand in Gavin’s hair. When he pulled Gavin’s head 
back this time, there was almost gentleness in the touch. 


“I’m going to fuck you here on the floor. I’m going to drive 
that beautiful red ass of yours into the wood so hard you'll 
never forget me. You are not to come until | tell you.” 


Gavin was nodding before the Dom had even stopped 
talking. “Yes Sir. Please.” 
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The look in the Dom’s eyes made Gavin shiver. It was 
knowing and possessive—a man who truly understood his 
needs and wasn’t willing to let anyone else take Gavin from 
him. 


They moved as one, the Dom pushing Gavin backward until 
he was flat on his back. A flare of pain shot through his body 
as his ass was ground against the cold floor. 


Closing his eyes, Gavin once again relaxed his body into the 
sensations—hot and cold, pain and anticipation, lust and 
trepidation. 


“Legs up.” 


Gavin obeyed, thankful when the Dom helped to lift his 
shaking legs to his shoulders. Ass once again exposed, he 
shivered when the Dom reached down and pressed the end 
of the butt plug. 


“What did it feel like? Having something so big in your ass 
as | spanked you?” 


“Felt...good. Sir. I’m full.” 
The Dom growled. “You’re about to be fuller.” 


Twisting the handle, Gavin gasped as the plug corkscrewed 
inside him. Wetness spilled from his cock, dripping down to 
gather on his stomach. It was hard to keep his body still, his 
need to thrust down onto the plug overwhelming. 


It was a Shock when the Dom pulled the plug free of his 
body in one smooth stroke. 


Fingers pulled his asshole open wide, teasing the stretched 
rim. Heat from a finger being pressed inside drew another 
moan from him. 


The Dom yanked the opening of his leather pants with his 
free hand, jerking them down his thighs. “You have my 
permission to make as much noise as you want. | want to 
know what you’re feeling. Fucking scream. | don’t care. But 
this,” he grabbed Gavin's cock, “is mine. No touching. No 
coming.” 


Gavin couldn’t talk, instead nodding his head frantically. 
“Good. Good boy.” 
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Words then stopped between them. Gavin forced his eyes to 
stay open so he could watch the expression on the Dom's 
face as he slid the condom onto his cock. He was a 


gorgeous man—shoulder length black hair, hazel eyes, slim 
hips and legs that were built for running. Gavin knew if 
they’d met outside of the club he wouldn’t have dared 
approach him. Too far out of his league. 


The blunt tip of the Dom’s cock pressed firmly against his 
hole. Gavin was still loose from the plug and the excess lube 
the Dom had applied, allowing his body to greedily 
swallowing up the man’s cock. He moved forward until 
Gavin felt warm leather flush against the back of his thighs. 
The Dom moaned, his body falling toward his chest, even as 
he kept Gavin’s legs on his shoulders. 


With his knees pressed almost to his chest, Gavin had a 
fleeting thought that his body was about to split in two. The 
Dom’s mouth hovered inches above his own, tempting him 
to lean up and press a kiss to the man’s mouth. 


Fuck, don’t. Never again. 


Gavin didn’t need another relationship and he doubted the 
Dom was here looking for love either. Instead, Gavin forced 
his gaze to stay locked on the Dom’s and waited for the 
man to take his pleasure. 


Nothing else mattered. 


The initial thrusts were shallow to start, but Gavin felt every 
inch of the Dom’s cock slide forward in his body. The bridle 
cut deep into his balls, the pressure hard enough to stop 
him from coming. 


“Hands above your head.” The Dom’s hard whisper held 
every bit as much of a commanding tone as if he’d shouted. 


Gavin obeyed instantly. 


Stretched and compressed, his body was no longer his to 
control. The Dom played him, worked his body into sucha 
frenzied state, Gavin couldn’t keep up with the sensations. 
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The Dom leaned in, his mouth pressed against Gavin’s ear. 
The new angle drove his cock so deep inside, Gavin could 
practically taste him. Moaning, he was unable to stop from 
bucking his hips, inviting the Dom to fuck him harder. 


“You like that? My cock in your ass?” 
“Fuck, yes. Harder.” 

The Dom snapped his hips forward. “Slut.” 
“Yes. Your slut. Fuck me hard, Sir.” 


One hand grabbed both Gavin’s wrists, pressing them to the 
floor, while the Dom braced his other by Gavin’s head. 
Lifting himself up, he looked down into Gavin’s eyes, 
grinning as he began to relentlessly pound into his body. 


Gavin stopped breathing. Black spots filled his field of vision 
as the orgasm he’d been fighting threatened to break 
through the constriction of the bridle around his cock. 


It was too much—it was everything. 


The Dom somehow knew. He released Gavin’s hands, 
reached down and fumbled with the bridle. A quick flick and 
the leather restraint was gone. 


“Come for me.” 


Gavin’s body tensed as his body bowed off the floor. Hot 
cum coated his stomach and chest as wave after wave of 
pleasure pushed him into oblivion. He wasn’t sure how long 
he’d drifted, but Gavin slowly realized the Dom was still 
thrusting into his body. 


Bastard hadn’t come yet. 
“Gavin?” The concern in his voice was surprising. 


Blinking away the fog, Gavin forced his concentration on the 
Dom. “Yes Sir?” His voice was hoarse. 


“I’m going to come on you now.” 
“Okay.” 


Gavin moaned his protest as the Dom pulled out of his body. 
But when he saw the man yank the condom off and get to 
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wanted more in that moment. Opening his mouth and 
keeping his gaze fixed on the other man’s, Gavin waited for 
the first jet of cum to hit his overheated skin. 


The Dom shifted so his cock hovered above Gavin's face. 
Sticking out his tongue, he hoped the Dom would give him 
the pleasure of tasting his essence. It seemed to be exactly 
the right thing to do. The Dom’s low growl was followed by 
his eyes closing and cum shooting from him. Gavin caught 
some on his tongue, but waited to swallow it until the Dom 
was looking once more. 


“You’re...something else.” The Dom reached out and ran his 
thumb across the cum clinging to Gavin’s cheek and 


smeared it into his skin. 
“You look tired, Sir.” 


“It’s been a while.” The Dom chuckled. “I'll sleep well 
tonight.” 


“So will I.” 


The Dom cocked an eyebrow at him. “The night is still 
young. Perhaps a little nap and then round two?” 


Gavin wanted nothing more than to let himself get lost in 
the other man. He’d missed this more than he’d realized— 
the intimacy of letting himself be stripped of his control. But 
it would be too easy to get caught up in the other man’s 
wake and pulled along. He couldn’t afford to forge that type 
of connection again. 


“Sure. Sleep and then another go.” 


The Dom reached up and snagged his coat from the lounge. 
“Up.” 


Gavin was assaulted by the smell of leather and male as the 
makeshift pillow was settled into location beneath his head. 
The Dom flopped down onto the floor beside him, pulling 
Gavin close as he shifted. 


“I’m not as young as | used to be. Needing a fucking nap.” 


Gavin chuckled. God, why did he actually have to /ike the 
man? “With age comes experience and wisdom.” 


“And naps. Don’t you dare move. I’m not done with you 
yet.” 
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Gavin closed his eyes and cursed internally. “Wouldn’t 
dream of it, Sir.” 


It didn’t take long for the Dom’s breathing to even out and 
the arm draped about Gavin’s chest to relax. Not willing to 
risk waiting too long, he carefully slipped from beneath the 
Dom's hold, collected his clothing and headed for the door. 


He stopped short though, hating himself just a little for 
walking away like a coward. On impulse, he reached into his 
back pocket and pulled out the folded piece of paper. Only 
taking a moment to scribble a note, Gavin set it on the floor 
beside the Dom before making his escape. 


It was too bad he’d never gotten the other man’s name. 


x k OK OK x 


Simon’s body ached. The muscles in his arms and the skin 
on his palms were sore from the beating he’d given Gavin. It 
was the first time in a long while he’d been that thorough 
with a sub. God, they’d only just started to get to know one 
another. 


His cock twitched with renewed interest. Another round 
would be just the thing he needed. The space by his side 
was cold, making him frown. 


“Gavin?” 


Simon sat up, looking around the room as he did. Nothing. 
Cast aside toys still lay where he’d discarded them. The 
used condom was a few feet from where he lay, proof he 
hadn’t imagined the whole event. But the first man in 
months to really catch his interest was nowhere to be seen. 


“Well, shit.” 


His fingers brushed against something, making him look 
down at the spot where Gavin had been sleeping. A folded 
piece of paper lay resting against his jacket. Ignoring the 
Shaking of his hand, Simon lifted the note, not entirely sure 
he wanted to read the contents. He was positive Gavin had 
been enjoying what they’d done together. 
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Holding his breath for a moment, he let out a hiss as he 
slowly unfolded the edges. 


Simon blinked, his mind not quite sure what to make of what 
he saw. The image of a black bird, long tail feathers with 
white stripes looked up at him. 


A magpie. 
Thank you, Sir. | wish I could have stayed. 


Vague chanting from his childhood drifted through his head. 
One for sorrow. Simon ran his thumb over Gavin’s quickly 
scrawled note. Ignoring the sick feeling in his stomach, 
Simon got to his feet, tucked his cock back inside his pants 
and snapped his coat up from the floor. 


The urge to crumple the paper and toss it aside hit him as 
he pulled his arm through the sleeve. Simon instead 
carefully slipped it into his jacket pocket before striding 
through the door. 
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Simon sat behind his desk, staring at his computer screen. 
The balance of his bank account was slowly going in the 
wrong direction, despite the success of his latest marketing 
push. People were coming into the store, they just weren’t 
buying anything. 


His gaze slipped from where it should be to the top drawer 
of his desk. He didn’t need to open it to Know what was 
hiding inside. 


Gavin's drawing. 


He’d tried to find out more about the young man at 
Unfettered, but with the club being so new, no one was 
familiar with him. Dru was tight lipped about client 
confidentiality, and honestly, he couldn’t blame her. The last 
thing a club like that needed was a crazy Dom stalking a sub 
who wasn’t interested. He’d apologized and she seemed to 
sympathize with his plight. 


Why the hell had he left? 


It had been hard to return to the store not knowing. Simon 
had genuinely felt a connection with Gavin. It was different 
than what he’d experienced with Russ. Simon wanted more. 


“Are you still pouting?” Jocelyn stood in his doorway, a stack 
of books piled in her arms. 


“| don’t pout.” 


“Bullshit. You’ve been moping around since you got back 
from that club.” 


“| don’t mope either. I’m...strategizing.” 
“About how to find him again?” 
Simon grunted. “About how to fix my business.” 


Jocelyn rolled her eyes. “I’d rather talk about the guy. What 
was his name again?” 
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“None of your damn business.” Simon couldn’t stop his 
smirk. “It was one night. 


But | have to admit you were right. It did me good to get 
out.” 


More than good. The last four nights since his return from 
Unfettered, Simon’s dreams had turned from cold to blazing. 
Gavin's face, the sound of his sighs and the images of his 
red ass filled Simon’s thoughts. He would give a lot for 
another chance with the younger man. 


“See, I’m not a complete idiot.” 


He looked up at her and this time smiled. “I never said you 
were, kid.” 


The blush covering her cheeks made Jocelyn look like the 
awkward youth he always saw her as. “I better get these on 
the shelves.” 


“Thanks, Joce. Oh, I’m expecting someone today. A 
consultant who is going to take a look at my books and 
business plan. Let me know when he shows up, yeah?” 


“Holy shit, you asked someone for help?” 


Simon snorted and did his best to ignore his own dread and 
insecurities. “It’s a free consultation. If I think this guy is a 
jackass or a scam artist, I’m going to throw his sorry ass out 
the door before you have time to get a coffee.” 


“I’m sure he’ll take one look at you and will run screaming 
before he’d even dream of scamming you. Where’s he 
from?” 


“Grolven Business Consultants. They just said they’d send 
over one of their specialists around eleven this morning. 
They have some hot-shot in from their head office this 
month.” 


“I'll keep my eyes open,” Jocelyn shouted back at him as 
she sauntered away. 


Touching the handle of his top desk drawer, Simon growled 
before spinning in his chair to reach the file cabinet. If Gavin 
had been interested in a repeat performance, he could have 
stayed. Beating himself up over how things might have 
gone wasn’t going to do him any good. If nothing else, his 
trip to Unfettered reaffirmed his belief that he 52 
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needed to focus on his business and leave the messy 
personal life details to a much later time. 


Simon quickly lost himself under the weight of calculations 
and strategies. 


Reaching out, he grimaced at the taste of cold coffee. A look 
at his computer told him he had at least ten minutes before 


the consultant was due to arrive. Enough time for him to 
duck over to the coffee shop for a fresh cup. 


He was on his feet and through his office door when the 
bells on the front door jingled. 


“Welcome to Bohemia,” Jocelyn’s perky voice reached 
Simon as he looked at the new arrival. 


“Hi, l'm Gavin Cross. I’m here to meet with Mr. Matthews.” 


Simon froze. Gavin hadn’t seen him yet, his attention fully 
fixed on Jocelyn. Unlike four days earlier, Gavin was dressed 
in a suit, looking completely relaxed. His easy smile had 
Simon’s cock take interest and press against the front of his 
pants. 


Jocelyn’s smile and blush would have been cute if it wasn’t 
directed at the man Simon had been obsessing over. “You 
are with Grolven? Oh, Simon, there you are. Mr. 


Cross is here.” 


Simon knew it took Gavin a moment for his brain to identify 
who he was. The frown, followed by the dawn of realization 
and straightening of his shoulders, was all the indication 
Gavin gave that he recognized Simon. Instead of the willing 
sub, Gavin projected an air of confidence and control. 


Holding out his hand, Gavin smiled. “Mr. Matthews. Thank 
you for contacting Grolven. | hope l'Il be of some assistance 
to you.” 


Simon paused for half a second before accepting the 
handshake. “Pleasure to meet you, Mr. Cross.” 


Simon squeezed Gavin's hands a bit harder than he 
normally would and found some perverse pleasure in 
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covered the younger man’s crotch, but he hoped Gavin was 
as affected as Simon. Shit, he didn’t want to let go, enjoying 
the connection he never thought he’d regain. But when 
Gavin tugged his hand away, Simon had no choice but to 
release him. 


“So you think you'll be able to help us with the store?” 


Simon’s head snapped around at the sound of Jocelyn’s 
voice. He wasn’t sure if she was oblivious to what was 
passing between them or if she was a better actress than 
he’d given her credit. Either way, he needed her gone so 
they could talk. 


“| hope so...sorry, | didn’t catch your name.” Gavin’s smooth 
deflection and charming smile had Jocelyn blushing again. 


“Jocelyn Matthews. I’m Simon’s cousin and help out around 
here.” 


Simon cleared his throat. “Speaking of help, Joce, would you 
mind running over to the coffee shop and getting us 
something to drink? Maybe some of those muffins that you 
like so much. | have a feeling Mr. Cross and | have a lot to 
discuss and we'll need...provisions.” 


Gavin’s hands twitched at his sides. 


“Oh sure! How do you take your coffee, Mr. Cross?” 


“Please, it’s Gavin. And two cream. Can | get set up 
someplace, Mr. Matthews?” 


Simon didn’t know how the other man could look as calm as 
he did. “My office is straight back. That’s where all the files 
are. l'Il be there in a moment.” 


Gavin flashed Jocelyn one final smile before striding past 
Simon without another look. 


Jocelyn smiled. “Oh my god,” she whispered. 
“He's gay.” 


“How the hell do you know that? He’s been here for five 
minutes.” 


Simon cocked an eyebrow at her. 


She stared at him, looked over her shoulder toward the 
office and cursed. “Fucking figures. l'Il take my time with the 
coffee.” 
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Simon didn’t immediately go back to the office. His heart 
was pounding a nice, clear rhythm in his chest. Before he 
went in there, Simon needed to make sure he wasn’t going 
to do anything stupid. Like tear Gavin’s clothes off and tie 
him to the desk. 


Approaching the doorway slowly, Simon was relieved to see 
Gavin looked as frazzled as he felt. The younger man was 
pulling a laptop out of his bag and arranging several things 


on his desk. Even with his back to Simon, he could tell Gavin 
moved with the same grace as he had at the club. 


Simon had never done the relationship thing with someone 
from the dungeon. The few guys he’d dated ended up being 
pretty vanilla and the men from the local scene usually 
wanted to keep their distance in the outside world. He’d 
never been in a situation like this before. 


“So,” he said, loud enough to make Gavin jump and turn 
around in his seat. “Mr. 


Cross of Grolven Business Consultants. You’re here to help 
save my store.” 


Gavin’s eyes went wide for a fraction of a second before he 

pulled back his shoulders and straightened his tie. “Yes, Mr. 

Matthews. Today will simply be a chance for us to talk about 
your concerns and see if there is a possible fit with Grolven. 
If so, we’ll work out a schedule and pricing structure to see 

what makes sense.” 


Simon tapped his hand against his thigh before circling 
around his desk to take his seat. Gavin’s posture screamed 
the man was unwilling to let what had happened between 
them affect this visit. Simon wasn’t so sure he was able to 
let things go quite that easily. 


“Would | be working with you directly?” Simon cocked an 
eyebrow as he braced his forearms on the desk, closing the 
space between them. 


Gavin didn’t respond immediately. His gaze roamed over 
Simon, pausing only briefly before continuing around the 
room. Let him look his fill. Simon had never been the top of 
his class, but he knew how to run a company. And while his 
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Fortune 500, it was his. He was damn proud of what he’d 
been able to do with no help from anyone else. 


No one. 


Finally, Gavin returned his gaze to Simon. There was none of 
the hesitation Simon had expected to see. “Would it put you 
more at ease if | got one of my associates to work with you? 
Personally, | can build a professional relationship with 
anyone, but if you would prefer to have someone else, it can 
be arranged.” 


Simon jerked his head in the direction of the store. “Jocelyn 
is gone, so we can talk freely.” 


Gavin nodded. Leaning forward, he mirrored Simon’s 
position, their hands only a few inches apart. “I have to 
admit, | was a bit surprised to see you when | walked in 
here.” 


“You left in a bit of a hurry.” 
“I,..wasn’t in a position to take things further.” 
“You could have safe worded out.” 


“There wasn’t a need. You were resting and the scene was 
over.” Gavin’s gaze didn’t waver. “I’m sorry if | caused you 
any problems with the club.” 


Simon snorted. “The bouncer would have eaten me for 
supper if I'd pushed too much. And not in the good way.” 


Gavin didn’t laugh, but Simon saw something sparkle in his 
eyes. “He was rather large.” 


“I think Dru keeps him on a pretty short leash.” 


Silence fell between them and neither man moved to break 
the growing sense of closeness. 


It was weird. Simon had spend the better part of a week 
wondering what had become of the man who'd so quickly 
captured his attention and now that he was sitting 56 
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across from him, Simon wasn’t sure what to say. He was a 
man of actions more than words. Sometimes though, the 
nasty questions needed to be asked. 


“Did | do something wrong?” Simon did his best to keep his 
questions matter of fact, ignoring the tiny niggles of doubt 
pulling at him. “Hurt you in any way that you weren’t 
comfortable with?” 


Gavin straightened, pulling slightly away. “Shit, no. It was 
fine. You were...fine.” 


“Fine?” Damned with faint praise. 


Gavin chuckled. “More than fine. Fantastic.” Reaching over, 
Gavin gave Simon’s hand a brief squeeze. “I got what | 
needed from the night.” 


“You just weren’t expecting to see me ever again.” 


“I...” Gavin groaned and ran his hand down over his face. “l 
know this is going to sound like shit, but this has nothing to 
do with you. I’ve been out of the scene a long time. | wanted 
to see if | could do it again. | needed to know.” 


Simon recognized the look of frustration and knew there 
wasn’t anything he’d be able to do to help the young man— 
not outside a dungeon, at least. Not that Gavin was his 
responsibility in any way, but after the one night they’d 
Shared, Simon would have liked to have been able to do 
something. 


Maybe he still could. 
“If | get someone else, what happens with you?” 


Getting back to neutral ground seemed to help Gavin relax. 
“I'll go back to head office over at Petersburg and they'll 
send a replacement. Consulting is as much about the 
relationship between customer and advisor as it is about the 
business. If the fit isn’t there, then it won’t work.” 


No harm no foul then. “And if you stay, will you have a 
problem with me?” 


The corner of Gavin’s lips twitched into a half smile. “l 
should be asking you that. 


Think you'll have any problems taking business advice from 
me? Given our previous...relationship...| can appreciate if 
you want someone different.” 
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“Part of being a good Dom is listening to what his or her sub 
wants. Knowing how to read between the lines, to make 
sure all angles have been considered. | have no problems.” 
Simon could almost hear Jocelyn laughing in his head. 


Gavin nodded, but didn’t look convinced. “So you’ve done 
this before? Worked with someone who was your sub?” 


The few times Simon had suggested he help Russ outside of 
the dungeon, Russ had politely changed the subject. “No. 
But if | like what | hear once you've had a chance to look 
over my books, then I'd like to give it a shot.” 


“We keep this professional then.” Gavin sat back and 
powered on his computer. 


“We'll run through the first phase today and tomorrow. I'll 
need to be able to take a look at your financials and 
business plan and then | can make some 
recommendations.” 


“I don’t—” Simon ground his teeth together, hating his 
feeling of insecurity. “I need to know costs up front. | don’t 
have a lot of extra capital at the moment.” 


With his hands hovering above the keyboard, Gavin waited 
until Simon gave him his full attention. “Mr. Matthews—” 


“Simon. Call me Simon.” 


Gavin smiled. “Simon. I’m not in the habit of screwing my 
customers over. | take this job very seriously. | will be 
upfront about everything and will let you make the decisions 
on what you want. I’m not your employee as much as | am 
an interested party. | want you to succeed.” 


The front door of the store opened as Jocelyn called out her 
return. 


“There’s our coffee.” Simon stood. “I'll get it while you look 
over the business plan.” Tossing the file he’d been working 


on before the other man arrived at Gavin, he carefully made 
his way out of the office. 


He was almost past when Gavin reached out and caught his 
arm. Looking down at the younger man, Simon couldn’t help 
the rush of want that raced through him. Gavin’s touch was 

firm. 
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“Asking for help is a sign of strength. You of all people 
Should know that.” 


Simon’s stomach bottomed out. “Let me get that coffee.” 
Gavin released his grip. “Thanks.” 


Jocelyn was behind the counter, the coffee and muffins 
stacked beside the cash. “So is he going to be able to help 
us?” 


“Not sure yet.” 


“But you’re not going to kick him out?” She handed him a 
coffee, stealing a sip at the last second. 


“We've come to an understanding.” 


The grin she gave him was more than a little disturbing. “So 
Mr. Cute and Gay is going to be with us for a little bit. This 
will be interesting.” 


God help him. “It’s a professional relationship, Joce. Don’t go 
and chase windmills when you don’t need to. He’s here to 
help me make some informed decisions and come up with a 
plan of action. Not have sex.” 


“Whatever you say, boss.” Jocelyn winked. “Here’s your 
coffee, Mr. Cross.” 


Simon groaned and let his chin fall to his chest. 


“Thank you, Jocelyn. And please, it’s Gavin.” He reached 
past Simon to get the coffee, Gavin’s arm brushing against 
his as he moved. “Much appreciated. l'Il just get back to it 
then.” 


Simon wasn’t sure, but he could have sworn he heard a soft 
chuckle as the other man moved by. 


“This is going to be entertaining,” Jocelyn said softly. 
God help him. 
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Chapter Six 


“You are the most stubborn, pig-headed asshole I’ve ever 
met!” 


Gavin jerked his tie loose and popped the top two buttons of 
his shirt open, freeing him from the strangled sensations. 
Three weeks—he’d been trying to convince, barter, 
persuade and bully Simon into listening to what he had to 
say for three fucking weeks. 


He wasn’t normally a man to give in to the pressures of a 
stubborn client. He rarely felt the need to go above and 
beyond to convince them that he did in fact know the best 
course of action. Not because his clients all listened to them 
—it was their business and their decision after all—but 


because he’d always been able to keep a certain degree of 
professional detachment in place. 


Why the hell were things so different with Simon? 


“Excuse me? I’m the asshole here?” Simon had been sitting 
at his desk, but now jumped to his feet. “You’re trying to get 
me to invest in an entire new stock with little to no proof it’s 
what people are even interested in!” 


“Are you purposely ignoring what I’ve been telling you? Your 
ad campaign worked. You were getting people in. There just 
wasn’t anything here they wanted. We have market data 
telling us what the demographic breakdown in this section 
of town is. 


Really not that hard to figure out based on what we have 
here. Change the stock and people will buy it.” 


Shit, he really needed to calm down. Things had been 
getting more and more emotional for Gavin as the days 
ticked on. It turned out to be a hell of a lot harder to ignore 
Simon and the silent pull the other man had on him than 
Gavin had anticipated. 


The Dom was still there. 

He really wanted to give in to him some days. 
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“Look, Gavin—” 


“No, Simon, | can’t do this anymore.” Without thinking, 
Gavin immediately started packing up the files he’d spent 


the last few weeks generating, shoving them in haphazardly. 
“You need someone else. l'Il call the office when I get back 
to the—” 


One moment he was standing by the desk, the next Simon 
had him pressed up against the wall. It was well past closing 
time, Jocelyn having left them hours ago. 


Strange how their late night sessions had quickly become a 
routine—coffee and conversation around the pale glow of a 
computer screen. 


When he'd walked into the store three weeks earlier and 
seen Simon, he’d nearly walked right out again. Chris had 
called him a coward on more than one occasion, which was 
the only thing that had kept him from bolting. He needed to 
prove to himself he could do this. 


And damn if things hadn’t gone well for a while. Simon, 
despite being a Dom through to the core, was willing to 
listen to his advice, wanting to find some way to save his 
store. It was everything to the man, and the more time 
Gavin spent with him, the more he wanted to try to help. 
Gavin hadn’t even billed for half the hours he could have, 
simply because he knew Simon couldn’t afford it. That and it 
hardly seemed fair, given how much he enjoyed spending 
time with Simon. 


Things never really went Gavin’s way for long though. 


Hot breath tickled his face as Simon panted. Gavin’s body 
responded—his cock thickened and his blood pounded a bit 
faster through his body. Simon reached up and gently 
pressed his hand around Gavin’s throat—not enough to 
choke, but more than enough to show where his mind was 
headed. 


“I’ve listened.” Simon’s voice was little more than a low 
rumble. “I’ve sat beside you for weeks now /istening. Vve 
listened to Jocelyn. I’ve listened to my dad and everyone 
else. I’m tired of doing nothing.” 


Gavin swallowed. “You asked me for my help.” 
“This is my store and l'Il decide what is right.” 
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“I never claimed you couldn’t. But we can’t just jump into 
any old action. It needs to be planned out or else you really 
will lose everything.” 


“I—” Simon snapped his mouth shut. He pulled his hand 
away from Gavin and took a step away. “Sorry.” 


It was easy to forget that the older man wasn’t as confident 
as he let on. Part of it had to do with Gavin knowing he was 
a Dom. The older man didn’t like giving up any sort of 
control. And when Simon said something in a certain tone, 
well, it wasn’t Gavin’s fault if there was a part of him 
wanting to respond. 


But Dom or not, Simon was still a man. He needed to take a 
step away and escape from the pressures of life every bit as 
much as Gavin did. If he didn’t do something soon, Gavin 
would be forced to watch him snap. 


“Why don’t we get out of here? | think we’ve both been 
pushing ourselves a bit too hard on this one.” Rubbing the 
back of his neck, Gavin hoped he wasn’t about to make a 
stupid mistake. Never screw around with clients. “Maybe 


you can show me someplace other than the store or my 
hotel room.” 


Gavin couldn’t bring his gaze up to meet Simon’s. He hadn’t 
even thought about flirting with another man since Chris, let 
alone have the balls to ask someone out. 


Knowing Simon was more than capable of looking after a// 
his needs made the whole request a bit more nerve-racking. 
Shit, he shouldn’t have said anything. 


“Sorry, just forget that I—” 


Simon’s arm against the wall blocked Gavin’s escape. “What 
do you have in mind?” 


He couldn’t stop the shiver that tripped through his body. 
Simon had lowered his voice as he leaned in closer to 
Gavin's ear. 


“Whatever you would like to do.” Gavin swallowed hard 
before adding. “Sir.” 


Simon’s breath hitched. “Is this part of the service at 
Grolven?” 


“I’m off the clock at the moment.” Steeling himself, Gavin 
turned his head so he was nearly nose to nose with Simon. 
“Unless you would rather keep working?” 
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Simon leaned in and bit down gently on Gavin’s neck. “I 
think we’re due for a break. My place okay, or do you want 
neutral ground?” 


Three years was an awfully long time to go without having 
any sort of relationship. 


Gavin’s heart ached, wanting to dive full ahead with Simon. 
He could help get the business sorted and then see where 
things took them. 


Images of Chris would then pop into his mind and the 
overwhelming guilt quickly followed. 


He needed to get back to the land of the living. “It’s not far, 
is it?” 


Simon gave him another nip, followed by a long lick of his 
tongue. “In true workaholic fashion, I’m a five minute walk 
from here.” 


The hand Simon had previously wrapped around Gavin's 
neck slid up his chest and stopped, with his fingers brushing 
Gavin’s throat. Gavin’s cock went rock hard and it took great 
effort to keep his body still. 


“Are you sure?” Simon pressed his hand forward, increasing 
the contact on Gavin's neck. “I don’t want you to feel you 
need to do this. You walked out before.” 


“| don’t. | just...” Closing his eyes, Gavin did the only thing 
he could think of. 


Standing a bit straighter, he leaned forward until Simon was 
forced to adjust his grip on his throat, holding him firmly. “1 
want this. Please.” 


The growl that escaped Simon was accompanied with a 
gentle squeeze. “Leave your shit here. We’ll get it in the 
morning. Follow me.” 


“Yes Sir.” 


“Unless you’re into public sex, | suggest you hold off on the 
Sirs until we get to my place.” 


Gavin bit his tongue to keep from responding as Simon let 
him out of the office. The night air was warm as they 
marched down the side street. They didn’t say anything as 
they moved, giving Gavin more time that he would have 
liked to think about what the hell he was doing and whom 
he was doing it with. 
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Simon was dangerous ground. 


Over the past three weeks, they’d talked a little about 
Simon’s life outside of the store. It had been more to give 
Gavin a sense of context than any intentional prying. It 
wasn’t really Gavin’s fault if Simon shared a little more than 
he’d intended. 


He knew the older man was single, not having been in any 
relationship for over a year. He knew Simon had been a 
Dom for nearly ten years and had brought several subs up 
through their awakening. Gavin wasn’t sure how he felt 
about Simon never having had a long term relationship with 
a sub. It was something that shouldn’t matter to him—it was 
not as if he was looking for something long term. Not 
anymore. 


“I’m just up ahead.” 


The store was located toward the edge of the business 
district. Office buildings quickly gave way to residences. In 


the silence they’d made good time, walking together in the 
dark. Gavin’s anticipation grew with every step, not 
completely knowing what to expect, yet having no doubt the 
experience would leave him desperately wanting more. 


“This is me.” Simon stopped in front of a simple two story 
house. “It’s not much, but it keeps me out of trouble.” 
Simon was halfway up the walkway, when he stopped. 


“Change your mind?” 
Had he? 


Gavin was about to walk knowingly into a Dom’s house 
whom he shouldn’t have anything to do with. Simon was a 
client. This went against so many ethical and professional 
standards, he would be fired if anyone discovered the truth. 


But it wasn’t as if he was the one about to do the tying up, 
taking advantage of a client. 


Fuck, he hoped there would be tying up. 
“l'm coming.” 


Simon pushed open the door and flicked the front hall light 
on. Gavin walked past him, taking in the Spartan, 
mismatched interior. “You are gay, right?” 
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Simon chuckled. “I’m a minimalist who is rarely home.” 
Without another pause, Simon crowded in against Gavin's 
back. He gripped Gavin’s wrists. “Do we need a guideline 
refresher?” 


“No, Sir.” 

“I have a play room. It’s in the attic.” 
Gavin shivered. “Yes Sir.” 

“Safe word?” 

“Magpie.” 

“There’s a story behind that one?” 
Gavin couldn’t answer. 


Simon squeezed Gavin's hips. “Go to the top of the stairs, 
two flights. There is only one door to the attic and it’s 
unlocked. | want you naked kneeling on the floor by the time 
| get up there.” 


Gavin's body moved as if on autopilot. It was 
embarrassingly hard not to run up the stairs, his body tight 
and keen with tension, wanting what was about to happen. 


The stress of the past few weeks, years, started to ebb away 
with each step up he took. 


He wasn’t sure what to expect when he got up there, but 
knowing Simon, it would undoubtedly be an eye opening 
experience. 


The door to the attic was closed. Gavin stood with his hand 
on the knob, doing his best to get his breathing under 
control. This was different than their evening at Unfettered. 
A private playroom with a man he was just getting to know 
was taking things to a new level. 


Gavin wasn’t scared of what Simon would do. Not at all. 
Gavin was absolutely terrified he would love it. 


The creaking of floorboards downstairs told Gavin his time 
for self-reflection had come to an end. If he wanted this, 
then he was going to have to get his ass in gear. 
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Imagining a box, Gavin forced all his confusion, self-doubt 
and guilt into it. After mentally locking things away, he 
turned the knob and stepped inside the room. 


He should have realized a man like Simon, someone who 
took great pains in organizing and implementing plans, 
would have a well-stocked playroom. His fingers shook as he 
undid the buttons of his shirt, pulling it off at the same time 
he toed off his shoes and socks. Without pausing to see 
exactly where he was throwing his clothing, Gavin shucked 
off his pants and underwear, dropping to his knees with his 
hands behind his head the moment he heard Simon start to 
climb the stairs. 


Barely enough time. 


Closing his eyes, Gavin did his best to get his breathing 
under control and settle his nerves. It was okay for him to 
be here doing this. Chris was gone and there was no reason 
this was wrong. No reason at all. 


The silent creak of the door being pushed open had Gavin's 
cock leaping to full attention. Simon didn’t speak at first, 
drawing the tension out until Gavin didn’t think he could 
handle it much longer. 


“You've made a mess.” There was no malice in Simon’s 
voice, but it still had Gavin on edge. 


“Sorry, Sir.” 


“That’s no way to treat your clothing. Pick every piece up 
and fold them. Set them neatly on the chair. Go.” 


Gavin's legs shook as he rose, collecting the garments as he 
went. It was far harder than he expected, keeping his gaze 
from where Simon stood. The older man wasn’t paying him 
any attention, instead focused on a chest of drawers in the 
corner of the room. Making sure to precisely fold his shirt to 
prevent wrinkles, Gavin stole several glances around the 
room. 


The setup was functional. A double bed lay off to one side, a 
simple gray blanket folded over white sheets. There was a 
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Commanding Acquisitions 


several chains hanging from the ceiling. Simon clearly liked 
to keep his options open for his subs. 


With his clothing now neatly piled on the chair in the corner, 
Gavin moved close to where Simon stood. Eyes fixed on the 
floor, Gavin found he didn’t want to be too far from the man 
with whom he’d spent almost every waking hour over the 
past three weeks. 


Strange, he’d taken the job in St. Andrews to get away from 
the pressures of his friends and their pushing to get back 
him into the scene and to try to find someone who could be 
with him. Without meaning to, Gavin found someone who 
might actually be able to fill the void in his life. 


Too soon. 


“You're distracted.” Simon’s soft spoken words cut through 
Gavin's thoughts. 


“Perhaps this isn’t the best time for playing.” 
“No, Sir. Simon, please.” 


Simon turned to face him, frowning. “I get the impression 
that when you are here doing this, it’s not me you’re with.” 


“It’s not that.” Gavin sighed. “I need this.” 


Gavin could feel Simon’s reason threatening to overcome 
the spontaneous session. 


Dropping to his knees, Gavin shuffled close until he could 
press his nose to Simon’s groin. The rough cotton blend felt 
good on his cheek and chin as he mouthed at the erection 
beneath the surface. 


“You smell so good, Sir. I’ve been trapped in that little office 
of yours for weeks now, unable to escape you. Take me and 
help me forget.” 


Gavin lost himself in the hard body in front of him. Daring to 
be bold, he slid his hands up along Simon’s firm thighs, 
squeezing the muscles as he went. Just when he thought he 
wouldn’t be able to break through the Dom’s shell, two 
hands gripped his hair and pulled his head back. 
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“Did | give you permission to touch me?” Simon’s face was 
flushed, his pupils blown wide. “Did 1?” 


“No, Sir.” 


“Stand.” 


Simon didn’t give him time to comply, pulling Gavin to his 
feet by his shoulders. 


Stumbling after him, Gavin’s body finally started to relax. 
This was familiar, what he’d wanted ever since their night 
together at Unfettered. What he hadn’t had since Chris. 


The leather cuffs were cool against his skin as Simon 
fastened them to his wrists, before lifting them up to attach 
them to the spacing bar hanging from the ceiling. On 
instinct, Gavin tried to get away once Simon had finished 
and stepped back. His body twisted, stretched long, heels 
half an inch off the floor. 


Simon stood watching, his eyes alive, his gaze devouring 
the sight before him. 


Gavin finally stopped his struggles, looking at the floor even 
though he wanted to keep his eyes focused on the man 
before him. 


“I’ve been trying to get to know you for a while now.” Simon 
walked around where he hung, fingers brushing across the 
back of his shoulders. “You like to keep yourself firmly 
behind that image of yours. Professional businessman there 
to do a job and get the hell out. But there’s more to you 
than that. Isn’t there?” 


“No, Sir.” 
Simon snorted. “No, Sir? You expect me to believe that?” 


Gavin knew better than to answer. 


“And when I think we’re making some progress and that I’m 
finally getting to know the man behind the suit, you pull 
away.” 


“You're one to talk. Sir.” 


He really shouldn’t push. Simon was every bit as fucked up 
as Gavin, only he was too damn stubborn to admit it. Gavin 
gasped as Simon’s hand came down painfully against his 
buttock. 
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“Sir. You talk and say you listen, but you don’t. You can’t 
expect me to give if you won't.” 


Smack. “Enough! No more talking.” 
Gavin chuckled. “Yes Sir.” 


Simon was in front of him, fingers squeezing his chin, 
forcing him to look up into the older man’s eyes. “What the 
hell are you playing at?” 


This time he didn’t answer. What could he say to that 
without tearing out his heart? 


Simon let him go, marching over to his chest and pulled out 
a cat-o-nine tails. 


Gavin’s cock throbbed. 


“You’ve been holding out on me. You’ve come to me twice 
now looking for help. 


But | can’t give you what you need if you won’t let me in.” 


The first strike against Gavin’s back made him jump. Simon 
was an expert, he could tell from the sting of leather against 
his shoulder blade. The precision of the hit sent chills 
through him. 


“You're going to tell me what you require. Everything you 
don’t want me to know. 


Give me what | need so! can help you.” 


Words stopped for a time as Simon proceeded to alternate 
strikes from the flogger with slaps to his ass with his hand. 
Gavin bucked into the air, wishing for contact against his 
cock, knowing the least touch would push him dangerously 
close to release. 


“No. | can’t, Sir.” 


“Yes you can. You want me to trust you? You need to do the 
same with me. Let me help you.” 


Multiple slashes from the flogger made the skin of Gavin's 
back burn. He couldn’t anticipate when the next strike 
would land, Simon changing the speed and intensity every 
time. Without realizing what was happening, Gavin started 
to slip into his sub space—all thought fading away as he 
melted into the sensations. 
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The rattle of the flogger hitting the ground snapped Gavin 
back to attention. Simon didn’t come into his field of vision, 
instead moving around behind him. The sound of the clink 


and shuffle of objects being moved around filled the room. 
Gavin bit down on his lip, doing his best to keep everything 
together. 


Warm hands finally cupped his ass cheeks. “How the hell do 
you manage to keep yourself wrapped up so tight? No 
wonder you need this.” Simon placed a kiss to the side of 
his neck. “You do your best to help people who are ona 
slippery slope downward. You keep them together and try to 
make everything all right.” 


The sob that escaped him was as startling as it was 
soothing. Chris had said something similar to him once. 


“That’s right. You don’t need to worry about anything right 
now. I’m going to make it all better.” 


“Simon—” 

Slap. 

“Sorry. Sir. Please.” 
“Please what?” 


Gavin let his body fall, his entire weight being supported by 
the chains. “I’m tired.” 


Another kiss, this time against the shell of his ear. “I’ve got 
you.” 


Gavin was barely aware of Simon getting him down. He 
hadn’t been given much of a work over, but he was already 
sinking down into that place in his mind where the pressures 
and darkness faded away. It took a moment for him to 
realize Simon was maneuvering him to his hands and knees. 


“I’m not done with you.” Simon placed a kiss in the middle 
of Gavin's back. It felt as if he were being claimed with the 
simple touch. “Don’t move.” 


Gravity took over as Gavin let his forehead touch the floor. 
Bent over, exposed, it was here he felt the most at peace. 
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“See, | have been listening to you over the past three 
weeks.” Simon’s voice filled the room without him needing 
to yell. Gavin couldn’t focus on anything else. “I’ve come to 
realize you’re a man who needs to feel useful. Who has to 
put other’s needs before his own. You’ve been without a 
Dom for a while, so you’ve been pouring everything into 
your work.” 


He couldn’t deny the truth. Gavin closed his eyes and 
sighed. 


“I know you have been putting more hours into my case 
than anyone else would have. You can’t try to tell me your 
colleagues would be at my store until midnight, only to 
show up the next morning at seven-thirty. At first | thought it 
was because of our time at Unfettered, but it’s more than 
that. You’re hiding.” 


“No l m—” 


Simon pulled his head back by the hair, the pain just enough 
to stop the lie from coming all the way out. Gazes locked, 
Gavin knew it would be okay to just let go for a while. 


“Sorry,” he whispered. 


Simon dropped to a squat beside him. “I know you didn’t 
come to St. Andrews for this. | don’t why fate brought us 
together, but I’m glad it did. You want to help me with my 
business, let me repay the favor and help you with this.” 


Gavin couldn’t hold his eyes open any longer. Tension bled 
from his body as his lids slid shut. “Yes.” 
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Simon released Gavin’s head, gently setting it back down to 
the floor. The other man’s breathing was coming out in 
ragged gasps and he knew Gavin was close to breaking— 
and not in the good way. 


With his stomach in knots, Simon wanted nothing more than 
to help him regain his hold on the world. Something clearly 
had happened in Gavin’s past that had driven him out of the 
scene, forcing him to bottle up all his tension. 


“You want to be useful and | have needs. Get up and follow 
me,” 


Simon waited for Gavin to pull himself together and rise to 
his feet. Only when he was certain the younger man was 
ready did he jerk his head in the direction of the chair. “Get 
your clothing.” 


Gavin nodded, moving with the same easy grace Simon had 
grown to associate with him. His own clothing felt tight and 
constricting. He’d come up here fully intent on fucking Gavin 
senseless, then going back to business as usual. How he 


hadn’t been aware of the younger man’s suffering, Simon 
wasn’t sure. 


He really was losing his touch. 
“Follow me downstairs.” 
“Sir?” 


“What | have in mind doesn’t require the use of the 
playroom.” 


Ignoring the flash of disappointment on Gavin's face, Simon 
turned on his heel and marched back down the stairs to his 
bedroom. While Simon didn’t spend a lot of time at home, 
there were a few things he was unwilling to compromise on. 
A well equipped playroom was one. A bedroom boarding on 
hedonistic was the other. 
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Sliding the double doors open, he stepped inside his room. 
The soft gasp of surprise from behind him had Simon 
smiling. The king size bed took up a generous portion of the 
room, its tall canopy rails cresting up to nearly touch the 
ceiling. A convenient place to tie up the occasional 
interested party. 


Dark blue sheets were hidden by the burgundy quilt. The 
mahogany would have cost him a small fortune if he’d 
purchased the bedroom set. Thankfully, his dad hadn’t 
wanted to keep it after moving into his condo. Simon took it, 
relishing the room to sprawl his large body the way he 
loved. 


The flat-panel TV took up most of the wall opposite his bed. 
Simon was tempted to put on a porn movie, just to drive the 
tension up a bit more. Maybe next time. 


And there would damn well be a next time. 


“Put your clothing down on the dresser, pull the blanket 
down to the floor, then get on the bed. Kneeling in the 
middle, face down, ass up.” 


Gavin moved silently, complying quickly with his request. By 
the time Gavin was in the mandated position, Simon 
thought his cock would bust a hole through his pants. 


Not about you, asshole. 


“You like to feel useful. I’ve been fighting your suggestions 
with the business and this has been bugging the piss out of 
you.” 


Gavin tried to shake his head no, but Simon stopped him 
with a slap to his ass. 


“So here’s what | am going to do for you,” Simon continued, 
ignoring the interruption. “When | tell you to, you’re going to 
get off the bed and undress me. You will fold my clothing 
neatly and set it aside. Once you are done, you’re going to 
let me fuck your mouth until | come down your throat. Won’t 
that be nice?” 


Gavin groaned. “Yes Sir.” 
“If you are very good, | will let you come.” 
“Thank you, Sir.” 


“First there is something | need to take care of.” 
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Simon crawled up on the mattress so he could kneel beside 
Gavin. This wasn’t the ideal position for a spanking, but at 
this point it was more about the connection than actual 
pain. Simon let loose three hard cracks of his hand against 
Gavin's ass before he spoke again. 


“This is for not telling me you needed help. You knew | was a 
Dom. You knew | was attracted to you. It would have taken 
only the slightest hint and | would have been there for you.” 


“Couldn't.” 
Simon landed two more spanks. “Why not?” 


Gavin clenched his teeth and turned his face away. 
Frustration welled up, threatening to break Simon’s control. 
He had to pause and force himself to relax before spanking 
Gavin four more times. Nothing would be accomplished if he 
lost control now. 


“I asked you a question.” 
“Please don’t.” 


Simon almost stopped, the despair in Gavin’s voice was so 
great. Still, he hadn’t used his safe word, which was the only 
thing that pushed him on. “You want to help me?” 


“Yes Sir.” 
“Then why didn’t you tell me you needed this?” 


Gavin turned his face back, eyes wide and brimming with 
unshed tears. “I can’t afford to get close to you.” 


Simon’s hand fell to his side. God, was he really so fucked 
up a person that even a sub who clearly needed a Dom 
wanted nothing to do with him? Swallowing down the 
sudden tightness in his throat, Simon lightly ran his fingers 
along Gavin’s red ass. 


“Thank you.” He couldn’t deal with this now, not while Gavin 
still needed him. 
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Getting to his feet, Simon undid his belt. “I think your 
honesty has earned itself a reward.” 


Gavin crawled over without any further prompting. He 
pressed his nose to Simon’s now exposed groin and 
breathed in deep. “Can | suck you, Sir?” 


There would be plenty of time for self-recriminations later. 
“Open wide.” 


Taking Gavin's face between his hands, Simon pushed his 
cock forward. The warm, wet heat was perfect as he thrust 
in. Gavin reached up and held his hips, but did nothing to 
drive the pace. Despite his admission, Simon knew Gavin 
needed this right now, even if he wanted nothing else from 
him. It was the least Simon could do. 


He lost himself to the steady rhythm of Gavin’s head. The 
younger man hummed and sucked, lathing his tongue all 
around the length of Simon’s shaft. He’d been on edge for 
weeks now, so close to Gavin, yet not able to do anything. 
He’d craved the slightest touch, brush of fingers, anything. 
And now with his cock down the other man’s throat, Simon 
knew it wasn’t enough. 


“Stop. Strip me naked, then get on your back. | want to fuck 
you.” 


Gavin groaned, moving quickly to comply. Grabbing a 
condom and lube, Simon held still as Gavin jerked his pants 
off and stripped him of his shirt. Gavin had barely finished 
and gotten into the position when Simon made short work of 
his own prep and turned his attention to the other man. 
“Spread your legs wide.” 


Without looking away, Gavin followed the order. Bracing his 
feet on the bed, Gavin lifted his hips to give Simon better 
access. 


Ignoring his own thoughts, Simon pressed two well lubed 
fingers into the other man, relishing the tightness squeezing 
the digits. He knew neither of them would last long once he 
pressed into Gavin’s body, despite his desire to draw things 
out. 


Lining up, Simon sank into the waiting body beneath him. 
“Fuck,” he muttered. 


“God, you're big. So good.” Gavin turned his head and 
placed a kiss to the inside of Simon’s arm. 
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“You're a good boy. Letting me take what | want. Good boy.” 
The words were unthinkingly coming from Simon’s mouth as 
he began to fuck Gavin in earnest. “You have no idea what 
you do to me.” 


Gavin’s body shook as he held himself still. “So close, Sir. 
Won't last.” 


Simon leaned back to take Gavin’s cock in his hand. Without 
Slowing the pace of his thrusts, he jerked Gavin off with fast, 
sure strokes. “Don’t hold back. Come for me.” 


Gasping, Gavin’s eyes bugged out before his face 
constricted and a scream exploded from him. Cum shot over 
his chest and down across Simon’s hand. Gavin’s ass 
squeezed around his shaft, which made it impossible to hold 
back. Simon fell forward, covering Gavin’s body with his 
own, and came hard. 


Simon struggled to get his breathing under control. He 
pressed his face into Gavin’s neck, inhaling his scent with 
each gasp. He couldn’t bear the thought of pulling out of 
Gavin, not wanting to feel alone once more. Still, he was 
never a man to pretend there was something where clearly 
there wasn’t. He’d let Russ go when he knew the man no 
longer needed him. It would be the same with Gavin. 


Yet, he knew it wasn’t. 


Despite the length of time they’d known each other, Simon 
felt closer to Gavin than he ever had with Russ. Gavin 
understood his world, knew how important the business was 
to him and the pressures he was under to be successful. 
Russ had never wanted to get involved with Simon’s 
personal life, happy to have his needs met in the dungeon. 


A hand came up and long fingers wound through Simon’s 
hair. “You okay?” 


Gavin’s nose pressed against his cheek and warm breath 
tickled his skin. 


“Fine.” With regret, Simon pulled his face back to look into 
Gavin's eyes. “Did I...are you okay?” 


Gavin caressed Simon’s face. He opened his mouth several 
times to speak, before finally chuckling. “I’m good. Thank 
you.” 
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Without thinking, Simon leaned in and kissed him. He 
ignored the surprised gasp and relentlessly licked at Gavin’s 
mouth until he opened up, allowing Simon to deepen the 
kiss. He knew he was pushing where Gavin clearly didn’t 
want to go, but he couldn’t stop himself. 


Cock still hard, Simon resumed his gentle thrusts forward, 
swallowing up Gavin’s moans as he moved. Fingers pulled at 
his hair, but not enough to pull Simon away. 


Despite having just come, he felt the threat of another 
orgasm approaching. The hard length of Gavin’s cock was 
still pressed between their bellies, slicked by his cum. Simon 
lost track of how long they were like this, seduced 
completely by the sounds emerging from Gavin. 


“Come on me,” Gavin gasped, pulling away. “I want to feel 
it.” 


Simon moved, pulling off the heavy condom and throwing it 
aside as he stroked his cock hard and fast. With his free 
hand, he took hold of Gavin as well, keeping him locked in 
the same rhythm he inflicted on his own shaft. Closing his 
eyes, Simon came a second time, spurts of cum mixing with 
Gavin’s across his body. 


The younger man reached down, wrapped his hand around 
Simon’s and helped to jerk himself off. When he finally 
came, the two of them collapsed onto the mattress. 


“Fuck,” Gavin whispered. 
“Maybe later. | need to sleep.” 


Their chuckles mingled in the dark. Simon was nearly asleep 
when he felt Gavin start to get up. “Hey.” He wrapped his 
hand around Gavin’s arm. “Why don’t you stay? My bed is 
big enough.” 


“Magpie.” 
Simon pulled his hand away as if he’d been burned. 


“I’m going to clean up in the bathroom, then I'll see myself 
out.” 


Swallowing, Simon nodded. He couldn’t trust his voice just 
then. 
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Gavin was nearly out the door when he stopped. “I'll see 
you at the store tomorrow?” 


“Bright and early.” 


Simon didn’t move until he heard the front door shut. Only 
then did he press his arm across his eyes and pull his knees 
up to his chest. He needed to get their business resolved 
quickly and get Gavin far away from him. 


x OK OK OK x 


The ring of the bell above the front door pulled Simon out of 
his mental funk. It was close to ten o’clock and Gavin had 


yet to show up. Jocelyn was wise enough to give him a wide 
berth when she realized the foul mood he was in. 


Gavin stood in the doorway, dressed as usual in his suit. 
However, the look of uncertainty he wore was new. 


“You're late.” Simon did his best to keep the bitterness from 
his voice. 


Nodding, Gavin shoved his hands in his pockets. “Yeah, 
sorry about that. | came by to get my briefcase and laptop.” 


“You're leaving?” 

“I think it might be for the best.” 
Simon snorted. “Best for who?” 
“Don’t do that.” 


Walking across the store, Simon made sure not to stop until 
he was well within Gavin’s personal space. “I’m not the one 
who ran away. Again.” 


“No, you're not.” Gavin's voice was little more than a 
whisper. 


The gentle tone did nothing but piss him off. “What did | do? 
Am | that much of an asshole you can’t stand to be with 
me?” 


Gavin shoved him back hard, sending Simon into a stumble. 
“Screw you, Simon. 


I’ve practically lived in your back pocket for weeks now. Do 
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up with you if that was the case? No, | would have gotten 
one of my buddies to come down and take the case. | sure 
as hell wouldn't have gone with you last night.” 


“So I’m good enough to fuck, but not someone worthy of 
smelling your morning breath?” 


“You know, as hard as this might be for you to believe, the 
entire world doesn’t revolve around you or your issues. I'll 
send someone for my things.” 


Simon grabbed Gavin’s arm as he turned to leave. “No you 
don’t. Not until you tell me what the hell is going on.” 


“I’m through. You have all my notes and plans to help your 
business. There’s nothing more | can offer you, Mr. 
Matthews. The company will send you a bill for my time.” 


Without releasing his hold, Simon stepped closer to him. 
“Did | imagine it?” 


Gavin stiffened, but made no further move to escape. 
“Imagine what?” 


“This connection between us? Was it all in my head, the 
looks and touches? How we laughed at the idiocy of the 
plans I’d made and how you turned them on their head to 
make them better? Because if | did, I’m going to hang up my 
whip and never set foot in a dungeon again.” 


Gavin reached out and covered Simon’s hand with his own. 
“You didn’t imagine it.” 


“Then why the hell are you walking away? Did | offend you 
somehow? Hurt you without realizing?” 


“Simon, let me go.” 


He dropped his hand, fully expecting the younger man to 
move away immediately. 


When he didn’t, Simon’s heartbeat kicked up a notch. “Talk 
to me,” he said softly. 


Closing his eyes, Gavin dropped his chin to his chest. “I’ve 
been out of the scene for three years. That night at 
Unfettered was my first time in a club since | left.” 


“Why? Did someone hurt you?” 
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“I—” Gavin reached up and cupped Simon’s cheek. Looking 
right into his eyes, he smiled softly. “I was in a relationship 
with a Dom, my first. We’d been together for two years 
when he was diagnosed with cancer.” 


Fuck. 


“I sat with him through every treatment. Cleaned him up 
when he was sick. | had to watch the man | thought was 
stronger and more in control than anyone else waste away 
to nothing. After he died, | just couldn’t bear to go back. | 
couldn’t betray Chris like that.” 


Simon covered Gavin’s hand with his own. “I doubt he would 
have wanted you to be on your own.” 


“No, Chris would pretty much kick my ass if he saw me now. 
But that doesn’t make it any easier for me to do this. | can’t 
handle getting into another relationship. The last one...it 
just hurt too much.” 


“I don’t want to do casual.” As much as he wanted Gavin 
anyway he could get him, Simon knew anything less than a 
serious relationship wouldn’t satisfy him. “I’m ready for 
something more in my life.” 


Gavin smiled. “I know. That’s why I’m leaving. Things will 
only be more painful if | stay.” 


“You're being an idiot. | can take things slow, if that’s what 
you want.” 


“It’s not that. | can’t.” 


“Why not!” Simon spun around, marching away until he 
could breathe once more. 


“I’m not asking you to get married, move in or let me collar 
you. | just want a chance to see if maybe there is something 
a bit more between us.” 


The silence said more than Gavin’s quiet, “I need to get my 
things.” 


Simon couldn’t watch as Gavin disappeared into the office. 
It didn’t take long for the younger man to collect all his 
possessions and head once more for the door. The bell 
jingled, but Gavin didn’t walk out. 
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“I don’t want you to think this was about you, Simon. If 
things had been different...” 


Simon nodded. “Thanks for the help.” 


“Just stick to the plan and your business will be fine.” 


He couldn’t say anything else. Gavin held his gaze fora 
moment longer before sighing, straightening up and moving 
out the door. “Take care.” 


Simon didn’t move for a long time. He didn’t even respond 
when Jocelyn finally crept out from the storage room into 
the main store. 


“Hon, are you okay?” 


Yeah, like he was going to be all right anytime soon. “This is 
why | don’t bother with relationships, Joce. Not worth the 
headache.” 


“If it means anything, | think he really liked you.” She gave 
him a fierce hug. “I’m sorry things didn’t work out.” 


“Yeah. So am l.” 


Squeezing her back as hard as he could, Simon swallowed 
back the unwelcome tears. “Enough of this shit. We have a 
business to get straightened out.” 


Jocelyn laughed. “Only you, Simon. What do we need to do 
first?” 


Stick with the plan and you'll be fine. 


Simon kept his gaze from the window. “Let me get my 
notes.” 
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Chapter Eight 


“Mr. Matthews, pleasure to see you again.” Hayden pulled 
open the barrier keeping out those not on Unfettered’s list, 
and let Simon pass. “It’s been a while, Sir.” 


“Been busy with my business. Dru not working tonight?” 


The big man cocked an eyebrow. “She’s inside. Do you need 
to see her?” 


For all of half a second Simon was tempted to ask after 
Gavin. It had been close to a month since the other man had 
walked out of Simon’s life as quickly as he’d arrived. 


Since then, Simon had done exactly what Gavin had wanted 
—focused on the business plan they’d created and did his 
best to get things running smoothly at the store. While it 
was still early days, the slow switch in his inventory and the 
new direct marketing campaign were starting to drive more 
sales his way. If they held steady, the store would be fine. 


Realizing he’d stood there for a minute without saying 
anything, Simon shrugged. 


“I’m good. Just needed some down time and thought I'd 
check out who might be about.” 


“Have a good time, Sir.” 


The club looked much the same as it did the first time he’d 
been there. The crowd currently was gathered on the dance 
floor, grinding out to the heavy beat of the music. 


Doms lead their subs around by collars, leads or anything 
else they managed to attach to their bodies. One woman 
was tied down across a spanking bench in the middle of the 
room, people taking turns smacking her ass as they passed. 


Simon resisted the urge to go play and instead made his 
way over to get a drink. 


Jared was behind the bar pouring a beer when he spotted 
Simon. “Hey, you’re back. 


| didn’t think we’d see you again.” 
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“I’m surprised you remembered me at all. It’s been a month 
and | was only here once.” 


Sliding the mug over to the waiting patron, Jared shrugged, 
giving Simon a lop-sided smirk. “You made quite the 
impression on that sub when you were here. It was fun 
watching him trying not to watch you. What can | get for 
you?” 


“Scotch, neat.” 


Simon was about to sit down when Jared held up his hand. “l 
actually need to go get a new bottle from out back. Why 
don’t you go have a seat in one of the comfy chairs and l'II 
bring it over to you?” 


“Sure, fine. l'Il be...” He waved his hand in the direction of 
the stages. 


“No problem. Enjoy the show.” 


Unlike the last time Simon was here, the subs on display 
held little appeal to him. It wasn’t that they lacked 
attractiveness, or even that the show they put on was 


unexciting, but Simon saw Gavin whenever he looked a bit 
too long. 


He’d been beating himself up. Even Jocelyn had eventually 
called him on it, going so far as to kick him out early. “If you 
don’t go fuck something soon, you'll explode. 


And I’m not in the mood to pick up the pieces.” 


He hadn’t intended on coming back to the club. Dru had 
made it clear she wasn’t going to tell him anything and the 
chances of Gavin putting in a repeat performance was close 
to nil. Simon would give it until he finished his drink. If he 
hadn’t spotted anyone who caught his attention by the time 
he was done, he would leave. 


Unable to settle on watching any one performance, Simon 
let his gaze roam over the crowds. Time drifted away from 
him as the sounds of whips and moans floated high on the 
air, mingling with the music. 


It took him several minutes to realize someone was kneeling 
by his chair, drink being held out. Breath caught in his chest 
as Simon turned to see Gavin staring steadily back at him. 
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Simon couldn’t move. 

“You requested a drink, Sir?” 


It didn’t take a genius to see Gavin was nervous. Ignoring 
the tremor in his own hand, Simon took the glass from him, 
downing the contents in a single swallow. 


“Would you like another, Sir?” 
Getting to his feet, Simon started to move toward the exit. 


“Wait!” Gavin grabbed Simon by the shoulders, but didn’t 
spin him around. “I’ve been coming here every night for two 
weeks. Part of me was hopeful you would come. 


The rest was terrified you wouldn't.” 

“I should go.” 

“Just...can we talk? Hear me out before you leave?” 
“Gavin—” 

“Simon, please. Give me five minutes.” 


The crowd flowed around them, cocooning them from the 
rest of the world. Simon knew if he did this, the chances 
were that what was left of his heart would be completely 
ground to dust. But if he didn’t... 


“Five minutes.” He didn’t wait for Gavin and marched off in 
the direction of the back rooms. 


A door slid open for him much as it had the last time. 
Though the interior of this room was different from the 
previous one, Simon could tell it was just as well stocked. 


Not that any of it was of interest at the moment. 


He waited until the door closed before turning around, 
crossing his arms and glared at Gavin. “Your five minutes 
started thirty seconds ago.” 


Gavin opened his mouth, but nothing came out. He looked 
lost and frustrated, but Simon didn’t quite have it in him to 


comfort the other man. Still, nothing was going to be 
accomplished if Gavin couldn’t spit out what he wanted to 
Say. 


“Get over here. Drop to your knees, eyes on the floor.” 
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The look of thanks was brief as Gavin moved to comply. It 
was only once his gaze was focused on Simon’s boots that 
Gavin was able to speak. 


“I'm sorry.” 
Simon flinched. “For what exactly?” 


Gavin’s hands twitched at his sides. “For being a coward. It 
was the one thing Chris always called me on when we were 
together.” 


“Chris was more than your Dom?” 
“Yes. | loved him very much.” 


Something cold twisted in Simon’s gut. “It hurt a lot to lose 
him.” 


Nodding, Gavin sucked in a breath. “I met him when | was 
taking an art class. 


Work was crazy and | thought it might help with my stress 
levels. Chris was the instructor and we hit it off. He told me 
about the lifestyle, helped me feel my way into it. At first he 
didn’t think it was a good idea for us to get involved the way 
| wanted. 


But | couldn’t get him out of my mind. We started dating a 
month after the class ended and moved in together a month 
after that.” 


Simon knew how powerful the connection between a sub 
and their first Dom could be. He’d had more than one of his 
own form lasting attachments, even if they didn’t turn out to 
be romantic. A powerful bond of trust like that didn’t just go 
away. 


“Chris loved drawing and painting. | wasn’t much of a 
student until he forced me to sit down and work on it. He 
loved magpies, so when I was trying to convince him | was 
serious about us, | learned to drawn them. It was my way of 
showing him how important he was to me.” 


Gavin’s shoulders slumped forward. “I’d sit there with him in 
the hospital as he was undergoing treatment and we’d chat. 
When it became obvious things weren’t getting any better, 
he would talk to me about moving on. About me needing to 
find someone else. At first | tried to brush him off, but he 
wouldn’t let me. Bastard made me promise | would get back 
out and try to find someone else.” 
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It was easy to relate to Chris. Simon knew if he’d been in 
the same position, he would have pushed Gavin as much as 
he could, trying to look after him even though he knew he 
couldn’t. “The night you came to the club, that was the first 
time?” 


Looking up, Gavin’s eyes were brimming with unshed tears. 
“Anniversary of his death. | couldn’t handle being alone 


anymore and when | found out about the club, | just went. | 
wasn’t expecting to meet someone like you.” 


Simon dropped to his knees and rested his forearms on 
Gavin’s shoulders, putting them practically nose to nose. 


“I know what you’ve been going through. I lost my mom in a 
car accident when | was a kid. It was quick and painful and 
not the sort of thing you ever get over. My dad still hasn’t 
found someone else to take her place. But | know if he did, 
found someone who he could be happy with, he would take 
the chance. Mom would have wanted it just as much as 
Chris did for you.” 


“That doesn’t make it any easier.” 


“But it also means you can’t keep being miserable. You need 
to take a chance when you've been presented with 
something better.” Simon leaned forward and pressed his 
forehead to Gavin's. “I’m not saying I’m going to be the love 
of your life. Hell, you may spend a month with me and 
decide I’m the most unlovable bastard you’ve ever met. 


But until you take that chance, you'll never know.” 


“You're not unlovable. That was part of the problem.” 
Leaning forward, Gavin brushed his lips against Simon’s. 
“You're like Chris in so many ways, yet completely different. 
Those differences made me want to spend as much time 
with you as | could. 


The similarities made it feel...right. The night you asked me 
to stay scared the shit out of me.” 


“Why didn’t you say something? You didn’t have to go.” 


“| needed time to think. Once | left you, | thought that would 
be the end of it. But after a bit | realized | couldn’t get you 
out of my head. | knew | needed to see you again. 
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| couldn’t go back to the store, not after the last time. So, | 
tried here. | didn’t think you’d come, but Jared told me to 
give it a few more days.” 


Simon chuckled. “Good bartender.” 


“The best. | want to try to give this a chance. See if we can 
make it work.” 


God, Simon wanted that more than anything. “I can’t do 
casual. I’m...” Shit how to put this into words. “|’m not going 
to push you, but I can’t be an afterthought either. l'Il give 
you what you need in the playroom. But outside, there are 
things l'Il want as well.” 


“You're lonely.” Gavin kissed him again. “That was what 
made me come back. | didn’t want to see that look on your 
face anymore. You have no idea how hot you are when you 
smile.” 


The tension squeezing Simon’s chest and throat suddenly 
evaporated. A grin split his face as he laced his fingers 
behind Gavin's head. “Hot, huh?” 


“Yes Sir.” 


“What about your job? | can’t leave the store.” 


Gavin shrugged. “I can transfer to the local office. l'Il still 
have to travel, but l'Il be here for the majority of the time.” 


“Good. That’s good.” 


They both stopped their fidgeting at the same time. Simon 
knew things wouldn’t be perfect the whole time, but for 
once he felt as if he had a shot at being happy. As long as 
Gavin was with him. 


“So.” Simon cocked an eyebrow. 
“So.” Gavin grinned. 


“We're in a dungeon filled with toys. And you’re on your 
knees.” 


“So are you. Sir.” 


Running his thumb across Gavin's lips, Simon nipped at his 
ear. “Keep up with the smart mouth and | might have to gag 
you.” 


“Whatever you wish, Sir.” 
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“What | wish is to fuck you senseless. It’s been damn near a 
month.” 


Groaning, Gavin's eyes rolled back before he squeezed 
them shut. Not that Simon would make it that easy for him. 
Getting to his feet, Simon marched over to the table, 
Snatching the first paddle he saw and a condom before 
pointing to the wall. 


“Don’t think you get out of a punishment just because you 
went all romantic on me. 


I'll go easy on you tonight because | know it’s been a while. 
Only ten spanks. Get over here.” 


Gavin looked shaky as he got to his feet, stumbling slightly 
as he hurried to the spot Simon had indicated. He knew 
neither of them would last long, though he didn’t want the 
restriction of a cock ring. Fast and furious it would have to 
be. 


Adjusting where Gavin braced his hands, Simon kicked his 
feet wider, simulating the position for a police pat-down. 


“Stick your ass out more. No hiding from me.” 
“No, Sir,” Gavin said, his voice breathless. 


Resting one hand on Gavin’s shoulder, he counted to three 
in his head before pulling back and landing the first strike of 
the paddle against both buttocks. 


“No talking, just listen. There will be rules between us. You 
will come to me if you start to freak out about our 
relationship.” 


Slap. 


“If you need something, you are to tell me. | don’t care if 
you think l'Il say no. | want to hear it. | need you to trust me 
to take care of you.” 


Slap. 


“Outside of the playroom or dungeon, you’re your own man. 
We are equals in every way. You don’t like something, say 


something.” 

Slap. 
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“I’m a stubborn asshole. When | do something to piss you 
off, and make no mistake, | will, you need to tell me. Yell and 
scream if you need to, but give me a chance to make it 
right.” 


Slap. Slap. 


Sweat covered Simon’s forehead and his hand was tingling 
from the force of the impact. Gavin’s ass was a bright red 
already and Simon could see the other man’s cock was 
straining hard, jutting out from his body. 


Slap. Slap. Slap. 


“I want you because of who you are. Don’t be afraid to talk 
about Chris to me. He was an important part of making you 
the man you are now. But remember I’m not him. 


| can’t ever be him. Don’t try to mold me into his image. Not 
even in your head.” 


After the final slap, Simon dropped the paddle and spun 
Gavin around. The kiss was messy, teeth clicking as they 
both tried to devour each other. The fear and tension of the 
past month were gone, and in its place Simon felt nothing 
but warmth and desire. 


Gavin wasn’t going anywhere. 


He wasn’t alone. 


Snatching the condom from his hand, Gavin ripped the 
package open with his teeth. “Sir, if | may?” 


“Do it.” 


But instead of sliding the condom onto Simon’s cock, Gavin 
popped it into his mouth and got to his knees. Heat from his 
mouth made Simon groan as Gavin slid the latex forward, 
using his tongue to smooth it down. Fuck, he’d never felt 
anything like it. 


“Back in position. I’m going to fuck you so hard | want to 
hear you scream.” 


“Sir, yes Sir.” 


They were both lost as Simon quickly lubed up his cock as 
he spread Gavin’s ass, lined up and pressed in without 
working him open. He went as slow as possible, not wanting 
to hurt the younger man in anyway, but needing to feel 
every inch of the tight 89 
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passage. When he finally bottomed out, Simon held still, 
letting them both adjust to the feeling. 


“I’m not going to last long,” he muttered, pressing his 
forehead to Gavin's shoulder. 


“That’s...okay, Sir. Just... move.” 


A quick slap to Gavin’s ass was the only reprimand he could 
think of before grabbing hold tight to the man’s hips and 
Slamming back in with a forceful thrust. 


“Mouthy.” 


“Then shut me up.” 


Simon chuckled, but picked up the pace. It was too easy, too 
perfect to lose himself this way. Pulling Gavin so his back 
was pressed flush to Simon’s front gave him the access he 
wanted to the other man’s cock. He bit down on Gavin’s ear, 
Squeezing down on the cock now in his grip, all without 
Slowing the frantic pace of their thrusts. 


“This ass is mine,” he whispered. “Don’t think I’m going to 
let it go again without a fight.” 


Gavin let loose a strangled sob. 


“That’s right. You love it. And I’m here to look after you. | 
want you to come for me now. Come on, Gavin. Do it. Now!” 


Gavin's body tensed as he opened his mouth in a silent 
scream. Cum covered Simon’s hand and the wall in front of 
them. The tight vise of Gavin’s ass was more than enough 
to pull Simon into release. Without relinquishing his hold on 
any part of Gavin’s body, he came long and hard. 


Gravity took over when their muscles no longer possessed 
the strength to hold them up. Slumping to the floor in a 
strange mirror of their first time here, Simon wrapped his 
arms around the other man. 


“You okay?” 


Gavin turned and pressed his nose to Simon’s neck. 
“Fantastic.” 
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“Are you feeling the urge to run away?” 
“Not in the least. You?” 
“I wouldn’t be able to even form the thought.” 


They stayed that way for several minutes before Simon’s 
legs began to cramp. 


“Let’s get out of here and go back to my place. | have a 
bed.” 


“A nice big one.” Gavin licked up the side of Simon’s neck. 
“Sounds perfect.” 


“And if | can convince you to stay the night, | promise to 
make breakfast.” 


Pulling back, Gavin frowned. “You can cook?” 
“Yes...why would you think otherwise?” 
“I’ve seem the meals receipts in your accounting records.” 


Brushing Gavin’s hair away from his face, Simon smiled. 
“That sounds like a challenge. | never back down from a 
challenge.” 


Turning to press a kiss to Simon’s palm, Gavin smirked. 
“Glad to hear it, Sir.” 
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“What the hell is going on?” 


Simon stood back, staring in disbelief. Where the club 
Unfettered had been housed only a few weeks ago, an 
empty warehouse now stood in its place. Gavin pulled on 
the doors once more, confirming his suspicions. Locked. 


Looking over his shoulder at Simon, Gavin shook his head. 
“Had you heard anything about them going out of 
business?” 


“Not a thing.” 


The younger man marched over to him and pulled out his 
cell phone. “Call them.” 


“Why me?” 


“It’s a Dom help line. I’ve never pretended to be anything 
other than a sub. Now call.” 


Simon snorted. “With that tone, you'll be asking to tie me up 
next.” 


He ignored the ponderous look on his boyfriend’s face and 
dialed the 1-800 


number. A multi-tone, followed by the voice of a recording 
spoke back to him. 


“The number you have dialed is out of service. Please check 
the number...” Simon disconnected the call. 


“They’re gone.” 


Gavin scratched the back of his neck. “I guess that means 
they won’t be helping any more Doms.” 


The sound of a soft laugh had them both looking back at the 
abandoned building. 


Simon suppressed a shiver, looped his arm across Gavin’s 
Shoulder and led him away. 


“Don’t you think it was odd, the way that place came out of 
nowhere?” 
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Shrugging, Gavin leaned in a bit closer. “Didn’t really think 
about it. But it really lived up to its name. It helped me find 
you.” 


Simon hummed. “That it did. Let’s go home. We can have 
just as much fun in the playroom as we could there.” 


Pushing his hand into Simon’s pocket, Gavin sighed. “Yes 
Sir.” 
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